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KINGS-AT-ARMS 

PART I 
THE CONQUEEOR 

'^renne tontea ki actiotu, jtuqu'i cdles <I« u vie prWfa et amie, 
ont eti men loin au deli du vraisemble. C'est peut-etre Ic Mul dc 
tons les hommes, et jusqu'id le seul de tous les rois. qui ait i6^ lans 
iaiblesse; il a port toutes lea vertns i au ec^ oa ellei Knt atiwi 
dangcreuces que les vices opposes."— VoLtAin. 



KARL XII 

"A name at wliich the world grew pale."— S. JoHnov. 
CHAPTER.!'^ 

A LADY, haughty and fierce in her natural 
character, but schooled to at least the outward 
show of a cold patience by long years of train- 
ing in submissicm to the wills of men, sat in a little 
private dining-room of her palace at Stockholm and 
frowned with an air of discontent and pride at her 
con^anion, a gentleman, elderly but much yoimger than 
herself, who stood by the fireplace and looked on the 
ground ; he also had an air by no means well satisfied, 
but thou^ he was only a minister and she was a Queen 
he had never been as much in the background as she, 
nor so forced to subdue an imperious spirit, for she was 
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a woman, and wcrnien had never counted for much in 
Sweden. 

They did not like each other. Count Piper, the late 
King's minister, and Eleanora Edwiga, the late King's 
mother; she knew that she owed to him her forced re- 
tirement from the brief-prized power that she had held 
as Regent, and he thought her very presence in the 
palace was vexatious and that her place was in retire- 
ment with her prayer-book and her embroidery, but for 
the mcxnent they were in the same position and might 
be tiseful to each other, therefore, tacitly ignoring mutual 
dislike, they became allies. 

"I do not know," said the Queen, "why we talk about 
these things, for, of course, the King will do as he 
wishes." 

She spoke with a certain chill triumph, and Count 
Piper knew that her words meant, "If I cannot rule my 
grandson, neither can you" ; he also knew that she spoke 
from pure malice, and that she found every use in dis- 
cussing the affairs that composed her life. 

"Naturally, Madame," he answered quietly, "the King 
will do as he likes. It is for us to find out what he does 
like." 

The old woman gave him a long and rather bitter locJt. 

"Do you not know?" she asked. 

"No, Madame," smiled Count Piper. 

"Well, I do," replied the Queen sharply. "He likes 
just what any boy of eighteen likes," she glanced at the 
table with covers for time, elegant hut not splendid. 
"And he is late for dinner," she added, and the love of 
old age for trifles showed in her acid tone. 

Count Piper seemed faintly amused. 

"It would be strange if His Majesty should be 
ordinary— considering his lineage," he replied. "And he 
was very carefully trained." 

The Queen was hit through her pride in her husband 
and her son. 

"Karl's breed will show later," she said stiffly, "ior 
tbs moment he is — as I said — eighteen." CVioqIc 
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"A good age," remarked Count Piper, a little sadly. 
"I wi^ I was — eighteen " 

"Or King of Sweden at any age," snapped the Queen. 
"You always were ambitious. Count" 
. "Only to serve," he answered meddy. 

The Queen glanced from the table to the door; expec- 
tancy and vexation showed in her face; she was tall zad 
stiJl upright, spare and haggard, a Dane, and of a pure 
Northern type ; she had been handsome in a cold, hard 
fashion, and was now rather terrible in her gaunt color- 
tessness, her sunk blue eyes, her pinched nose, her Upless 
mouth; all the long structure of her face showed and 
the fledi seemed polished on the temjdes, the cheek bones, 
and chin . 

No look of wisdom nor compassion nor resignation 
softened this countenance ; her glance was still that of a 
fighter who has grown bitter in the struggle. 

Her dress, of gold and purple brocade, was rich and 
in tolerable imitation of the fashion of Versailles; a lace 
headdress crowned her white curls and she wore some 
costly rubies on her knotted fingers. 

The room of this Northern Princess, which was 
situate in that portion of the Royal Palace of Stockholm 
that had been saved from the great fire of two years 
ago, and that was filled with the distant sound of the 
workmen rebuilding the edifice in a style in keeping with 
the increased grandeur of Sweden, was simple, yet in 
a way splendid; the dark paneled walls and ceiling gave 
the apartment a somber air, as did the inlaid and heavy 
furniture; it was a cold day in early spring and the 
sky was gray; from where the Queen sat she could 
see this grayness reflected in the water from which 
the palace rose, and the bridges, houses, and water- 
ways beyond all colorless in the cold light of the sad 
midday. 

Count Hper kept hts ^ance on the daric rug at his 
feet; he was tingling with thoughts of great issues and 
large events; it was the eve of big affairs for his pros* 
perons and successful country which was menaced by 
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many and powerful enemies eager to seize the chance 
to despoil a youthful King; Coimt Piper felt himself 
equal to dealing with these concerns — but he was only 
a councilor of state, and must wait the pleasure of that 
same youthful King who even now was keeping him 
waiting for his dinner. 

A shght impatience with fate darkened his thin 
clever face; it seemed so cruel a blow for Sweden that 
the late King, stem, wise, just, should die in his prime 
leaving his heritage in the hands of a boy and an old 
woman. 

The Queen suddenly broke the prolonged pause. 

"I seldom or never hear the truth, of course," she said 
abruptly. "But you. Count, must have means of know- 
ing many things. Tell me," and her tone betrayed an 
anxiety she would never have owned to, "what do the 
people say of Karl?" 

Count Piper knew perfectly well what was the gen- 
eral opinion of the young King — that he was considered 
idle, haughty, obstinate, and autocratic — the public was 
not likely to take any other view of one wholly devoted 
to amusements, and who gave no sign of being of the 
breed of his heroic father and grandfather beyond the 
imperious pride with which, on several occasions, he had 
asserted his position. 

But Count Piper attached little importance to this ver- 
dict of the world and did not choose to repeat it to the 
ears of the Queen Dowager. 

"His Majesty," he replied, "has already given tokens 
of a spirit such as the Swedes love, and they await his 
manhood with many hopes." 

"He has spirit enough for ordinary impudence," re- 
marked the old woman drily ; she was thiijcing how, as 
a boy of fifteen, he had removed her from the regency 
and assumed the government himself, and how, at his 
coronation, he had snatched the crown from the arch- 
bishop's hands and placed it on his brow himself. "Has 
he spirit enough to go to war, and wit enough to be suc- 
cessful if he does?" Coo"lc 
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The statesman looked grave. 

"I count upon his ancestors," he replied, 

The Queen would have returned a sharp answer, 
but the door opened noisily and the subject of their 
talk entered the room with an unsteady step and 
dropped into the chair with arms at the head of the 
table. 

He wore a very rich hunting suit of violet velvet laced 
with silver; this was torn and muddy, his lawn shirt 
and his wrist ruffles were bloody, as were his hands and 
the sheaths of the long knives he wore thrust into his 
belt 

"Am I late?" he asked. "I had a mind not to come 
back at all. It was pleasant in the woods," 

The Queen rose with a glance of disgust for his attire 
and his condition; he had never yet appeared before her 
so soiled from the chase. And he was obviously intoxi- 
cated. She hesitated for a second, then rang the silver 
bell by her side and took her seat opposite to her grand- 
son, at the end of the table. 

Count Piper came quietly to his place between the 
King and Queen. 

"There is much business for you to-day, sir," he 
said. 

"Business?" said Karl; he laughed, dragged at bis 
napkin and sent over a glass. 

The lackeys entered with the dinner and there was 
silence in the somber little room; both the Queen and 
Count Piper were looking covertly at the young King. 

His appearance, even in his present dishevehnent and 
intoxication, was most remarkable; he did not need bis 
kingship to make him conspicuous — in any company, on 
any occasion, he would have been noticed. 

He was then in his eighteenth year, fully and perfectly 
developed, tall and vigorous above the common even in 
a nation of tall and vigorous men, graceful with the grace 
of health and strength, and easy with the ease of one 
bom to occupy always the ^ace of commaod aiul 
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His countenance expressed nothing but pride, which 
was, however, tempered by a certain calm tc^erance ; his 
brow was low and broad, the nose short, blunt, and 
clearly cut, the mouth large, curved, and mobile, the chin 
rounded, the face wide, the eyes very handsome, of a 
pure blue free from any admixture of gray and well-set 
under heavy arching brows; these eyes were full of a 
serenity that was almost a blankness, a look curious and 
not altogether either amiable or attractive; there was 
soraethii^ about the young man's whole appearance that 
was strange, somethmg difficult, perhaps impossible, to 
describe. 

Count Piper, who had observed him long and closely, 
had once said to himself, "Karl is like an animal — 
or a god," which he felt to be a foolish comparison, 
yet knew that it expressed that peculiar impression 
made by the King — an impression that whatever he 
was he was not ordinary humanity — scarcely humanity 
at all, hut something b^ond, or, at least outside, 
manhood. 

Yet now he was ordinary enough in his clothes torn 
by tiie violence of the chase and stained by the blood 
of the animals whom he had slain, his strei^th and his 
wits alike beyond his control through the wine he had 
drunk. 

His hair, which was Ught brown and very thick, hung 
in a quantity of loosely entwined curls, through those 
on his shoulders was tied a loi^ black ribbon ; the front 
locks hung down either side his cheeks and across bis 
forehead into his strange eyes. 

His grandmother looked at him with less curio^ty and 
less friendliness than did Count Piper. 

"It is as well that I did not hid your sisters dine with 

us to^y," she said, as she saw Uie King fill his f^ass 

^ ¥ with a strong shaking hand. 

* He drank his wine and then stared at her; in silence 

he set the beaker down, and then laughed in a way that 

cttrled his mouth unpleasantly. 

% was remarkable how his personalis evai now, 
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when he was not master of himself, seemed to fit! the 
room, making the other two people and the whole 
surrounding but a background to his fierce young 
figure. 

Dish after dish was removed; only the Queen ate, as 
if she disdained to be disturbed. 

"Your Majesty enjoyed the chase?" asked Qmnt 
Piper suddenly; he wiped his mouth with his napkin, 
using a precise movement. 

"I killed three bears," said Karl; he lauded again, 
showing his strong, perfect teeth. 

"You spend your time well," said the old Queen 
bitterly. "And now you will sleep all tiie afternoon, 
and drink all the evening. And to-morrow the chase 
again." 

"And three more bears," smiled the King. 

His grandmother looked at him with a coldness that 
approached aversion. 

"Your father's death was a great misfortune," she 
said — "for Sweden." 

"Sweden does very well," returned Karl indiffer- 
enUy. 

"That," put in Count Piper gently, "is a questi(n) 
diat your Majes^ must better acquaint yourself 
with." 

Karl lifted his head which had sunk forward on his 
broad chest; his face was flushed atul his eyes blood- 
shot; he spoke thickly. 

"No councils of state — ^no councils of state, and dull 
q>eeches and silly disputes," he said. 

"And no interviews with your wretched sister and her 
ruined husband, who are here to crave your succor," 
added the Queen sarcastically. 

"Does my sister complain of msV muttered Karl 
haughtily. ' 

"The Duchess of Holstein is in terrible struts," * 
remarked Count Piper gravely. 

' "Well," asked Karl, "are not you, Count, datable of 
^glping my br<^er-in-4aw to keep his little duchy ?" 
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The minister was quick to seize his moment. "It is 
only your Majesty can do that," he said, and leant to- 
wards the King. 

"Only I," repeated Karl stupidly. "And why is 
Biat?" 

"Who else in Europe," said Count Piper, "can face 
at once the King of Denmark, the King of Poland, and 
the Czar of Muscovy? — who but the son of Karl XI, 
the grandson of Karl X ?" 

At this open appeal to pride and va(iity the Queen 
pushed back her chair with a movement of contempt; 
the young man's eyes gleamed for a second ; he put his 
hand to his forehead in a confused manner, pushing back 
the tangled light curls. 

"Are you frightened hy three such names, like the 
children with talk of ogres?" sneered the Queen. 
"Indeed, you look capable, sire, of facing the greatest 
man in the world!" 

"And who is that?" asked Karl, still amazed and 

StUIHd. 

"Why, that is the Czar of Muscovy," replied the 
old woman, composed and vicious and heedless of 
Count Piper's look of warning, "the man we shall all 
be begging for pity soon — that will be a pleasant day for 
me — a woman who has had such a husband and such 
a son." 

Karl stared at her. 

"I am not afraid of the Czar of Muscovy." be 
replied. 

The Queen laughed, the thin and heartless lai^ of 
old age. 

"I am sure your Majesty is afraid of nothing," siud 
Count Piper quickly, "but you must be a little fearful for 
Sweden." 

Karl gave a sullen glance at the speaker; he was 
still dric^ng and could hardly hold himself upright 
in his chair; a shadow passed over the face of the 
minister; he would not look at the Queen for he knew 
her expression would he one of sour triumph,; his 
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tired eyes narrowed and he kept them fixed on die 
King. 

Karl leant forward with a lurching movement and 
stared into his glass in which still hung, as he tipped it, 
a drop of brilliant wine. 

"The Czar," he muttered, "the Czar " 

Then he suddenly broke into fury, dashed down the 
glass, and staggered to his feet. 

"God help you, Madame," he shouted at the Queen, 
"but do you think that I am no match for the Czar of 
Muscovy ?" 

He stood as if he threatened her, flushed and with 
eyes gleaming as only bright blue eyes can. 

The Queen turned a wax-yellow color as her cold blood 
receded from her face. 

"I think you are no company for a lady's table," she 
said bitterly. 

Karl turned round passionately. 

"Piper," he cried, "Piper — did I not say I would have 
no more of old women?" 

He tried to leave the table, but being unsteady on his 
feet and fastened in his place by a heavy chair could not 
at once do so; Count Piper — for some minutes on his 
feet — sprang forward to free him, but the King, with 
fierce impatience, pushed back the chair and stumbled 
towards die door. 

One of his spurs had entangled in the lace border of 
the cloth, his impetuous movement violently dragged at 
this, and in an instant all that was on the table, plate, 
fruit, wine, glasses, and china, was pulled to the ground 
and scattered over the floor ; the King, still with the lace 
clinging to his spur, staggered back against the wall 
beside the door and the Queen rose, rigid with anger and 
disgust. 

Karl laughed, lifting his lip from his teeth; Count 
Piper stooped, tore off the lace from the King's spur, 
seized him by the arm and led him from the room, closing 
the door on the wrecked table and the grim figure of the 
old Queen ringing furiously her silver belL ,^ , 
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Dexterously the councilor guided the King's stupid 
steps down the short corridor; at the end of this they 
came face to face with two women, who were turning 
down the passage that led at right angles to the stairs. 

One was the King's elder sister, the Duchess of Hol- 
stein, who had come with her husband to Stockholm to 
implore her brother's assistance; she was tall, fair, and 
finely made, like Karl, pure Scandinavian in type and of 
a demeanor rather cold. 

She gave oos glance under her lids at the two men 
and hurried on; but her companion lingered and gazed 
at the King with wide eyes; ^e was fairer than the 
Duchess, so fair that her hair was more like silver than 
gold, and her complexion more like a lily than a rose, 
if she should have been praised in poetry, but her eyes 
w^e a deep brown and, dilated as they were now, ap- 
peared black. 

The King pushed back his draggled curls to stare at 
her, which he did with insolence. Count Piper tried to 
draw him away; the lady colored till it seemed as if a 
fire had dyed her in a bright reflection, and hurried away 
with the haste of shame. 

"Viktoria," said Karl, "she is a pretty creature for a 
King's fancy — that woman." And he spoke so that the 
object of his speech must have heard. 

Count Piper, with greater determination than be had 
yet shown, dragged at his master's arm, guided him to 
his own cabinet, and helped him into a diair there. 

Then he closed the door and stood with his back to 
it; the King stared absently at bis clothes stained with 
blood, and dirt and wioe, 
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CHAPTER n 

COUNT PIPER stood looking aiot^tMIy at the 
King; he was wondering if the young man was 
sober enough to make it worth while speaking 
to him; he doubted this, and yet time was short — a 
question of hours might decide the fate of Sweden. 

Karl sat immovable; across his slightly upturned 
face fell a pale ray of sun that had faintly penetrated 
the clouds and entered the small room, and in this light 
that was so dim as to be almost colorless, the King's 
countenance, framed in the loose Bowing, Ught hair, 
bad such a strange effect that it almost startled Count 
Piper, even though he had known the King from baby- 
hood and daily watched his lineaments. Very obvious 
now was that inhuman look, a serenity, a reserve that 
was neither disdain nor secrecy but mere indifferency, 
a look of something large and noble and cold in the 
wide, handsome face that did not belong to ordinary 
mankind. 

This was not attractive, this expression, it inspired 
a certain fear even in one as familiar with it as Count 
Piper — yet the King was only a haughty boy, soiled 
from his rough sport and drunk — a boy who had been 
insolent to his kinswoman and who bad insulted his 
sister's friend almost in her presence. 

"Your Majesty," said Count Piper, looking away 
from those calm, blank blue eyes, "will you foi^o the 
diase to-morrow to attend the Council of State?" 

The King sighed. 

"Yes, I will come," he said, with a gentleness that 
Count Piper was not expecting. 

"And give your mind to me business in hand?" 
added the comidlor, for he could recollect council 

'' .,;i:, Google ^_^ 
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meeting when Karl had sat in an aloof silence com- 
monly attributed to a haughty stupidity, with his feet 
on the table and his hands in his pockets. 

Karl slowly turned his fine head and looked at his 
friend. 

"You are very kind to me," he remarked gravely. 

"Your Majesty is not just to yourself," readied the 
Count. 

An expression of bewilderment crossed the King's 
face ; he put his strraig, blood-stained band to his fore- 
head. 

"I am drunk," he said. 

Count Piper could not repress a movement of im- 
patience. 

"Yes, your Majesty is drunk," he replied, "and at 
this moment three Kingdoms are in league against you — 
to deprive you of all you have." 

There was no response in the attitude or expression 
of the ICing. 

Count Piper tried the name that had roused him to 
such passionate violence before. 

"Is the son of Karl XI going to permit the Czar of 
Muscovy to add so easily to his laurels?" 

Karl remained calm. 

"Why are these three princes at war with me?" he 
asked slowly. 

"Because they think that you are a foolish boy," re- 
plied Count Piper instantly. "Because they believe 
that in such hands as yours Sweden can do nothing 
against them. Denmark is your hereditary enemy — 
&xony is an adventurer, keeping on foot an army at 
all costs — and the Czar — is the most ambitious man in 
Europe." 

"What does he want?" asked Karl. 

"All the land between the Gulf of Finland, the 
Baltic Sea, Poland, and Muscovy," replied the councilor 
laconically. 

Karl laughed; it had a meanii^less sound. 

"My land," he said. ,^ , 

L, ,z,;i.,LiOOglC 
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"Precisely, sire." 

The King, still holding his head and still confused, 
spoke again, slowly and insistently, like a child asking 
artless, but to himself important questions. 

"What are the Czar's objects — tell me. Count?" he 
asked. 

The more stupidly calm his master showed the more 
the diplomat dared show his annoyance — after all, this 
boy was eighteen, of a race of heroes, carefully trained 
and bad shown already some signs of greatness as in 
the matter of his coronation and his refusal to be ruled 
by a. woman, and it was intolerable that he should sit 
here fuddled with wine, staring with eyes blank as those 
of any fool. 

"The Czar needs an outlet — a fort— on the Baltic," he 
replied, in a tone of fierce sarcasm ; "the Czar is a man 
of vast schemes, of a wide ambition — of a fair measure 
of greatness, too — he has taught his people much — he 
woi5d teach them the art of war. At your expense, sire." 

"And Saxony and Poland help him — yes, you told 
me so — we discussed this the other day." 

"We have spoken of it many times," replied the coun- 
cilor bitterly. 

Karl did not heed him. 

"And there is my poor brother Gottorp-Holstein 
ruined — and my sister weeping here for help," he said 
slowly; "that is a pretty creature she has with her, 
Count " 

"Will your Majesty add that to your other amuse- 
ments — so soon?" interrupted Count Piper. 

His glance went wistfully over the splendid young 
man who stared at him so stupidly. "I must learn to 
make my court to a Marquise de Maintenon or an 
Aurora von Konigsmarck I" he added. 

"Who is she — Aurora von Konigsmarck?" asked the 
King. 

"A thing like this piece your Majesty admires — one 
of those creatures who get their feet on the necks of 
kings!" ^ . 
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"Not great kii^l" said Karl, with a sudden ^ort 
laugh, showing his teeth in a disagreeable manner. 

"Mostly great kii^," replied the Count drily. "From 
Thais to our poor Aurora — ^you may search history and 
you will never find your conqueror, your hero without 
them — and it is human nature — ^you can no more avoid 
them than you can flowers at a feast, or flags at a 
victory — and is this to be your Majesty's choice P I know 
nothing of the girt" 

The fCing had been listening widi some intetitness; 
he unaccountably flushed. 

"I like neither flowers nor flags," he said. "I will 
rule without women. Piper." His eyes narrowed with 
a look of intelligence. "Is there any king in the world 
now. Piper, who is free of women?" 

The councilor shook his head. 

"There is the King of England, sire, who is a grave 
and great Monarch — but he largely owed his fortunes 
to his wife and has been a different man since her 
death " 

"I will have no wife," said Karl instantly. "I will 
be greater than the King of England — Count, were there 
women in the sagas ? Did the Vikings care for maids 
or wives?" 

The older man smiled. 

"I will forgive you your women, are, and your chase, 
and your wine — ^if you will but keep Sweden great — 
and make her greater." 

But the glow of energy bad passed from the Kit^s 
strange face, the broad Uds dropped over the wide blue 
eyts. 

"Talk to me later," he muttered, and turned his bead 
away on the dark cushions of the chair. 

Count Piper hesitated a moment, then, seeing that 
the young man was falling into a heavy sleep, he, with 
a little bitter shrug, left the cabinet, gently closing the 
door behind him, frowning as he did so with an an- 
noyance that he could, for all his training, scarcely 
coittroL ,^ , 

L, ,z,;i.,LiOOglC 
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He went straight to the apartmeats of the Duchess 
of Gottorp, the Kii^s sister, whose husband had been 
the first victim of the league against Sweden. 

She was in her hood and clo^, ready for some poor 
diver^on of a ride or walk, a sad» anxious lady beneath 
her air of [Mincely reserve. 

The dreary air of the old palace, which was both 
dull and unhomelike, pervaded these apartments of the 
fugitive princess; she looked and felt like an exile as 
she drew off her gauntlet and gave her Iku% hand to 
Count Piper. 

She knew that he was her ally and could be of more 
use to her husband than any man in Sweden, but she 
was surprised at seeing him now as she had just been 
mth the Queen Dowager and had heard in what con- 
dition the King bad left the table; therefore she had 
hoped for notlung to-day, which she had already put 
aside as another space of wasted time. 

"Madame," said Count Piper, "you have a lady in your 
sovice named Viktoria?" 

The Duchess frowned, instantly cold. 

"I do not like her. Count" 

"I do not thmk that I do." replied the Count reflec- 
tively, "but I want to speak to her, Highness." 

The Duchess looked at him sharply. 

"What do you know about her?" she asked quickly. 

"Nothing at all," smiled Count Piper. "It is you, 
Madame, who should know what &ere is to know about 
this lady." 

The Duchess seemed vexed. 

"Her father is a great man in Gottorp— I found she 
had a right to come to court" 

"And to come with you here, Higjiness, to Stock- 
holm?" asked the Count, with a shade of regret in his 
voice 

"How could I help it?** demanded the Duchess on 
the defenave. "ITMry were nuned — like ourselves — had 
lost every^ng . I could do nothit^ but offer this shelter 
to ofM who had been sacrificed in our cause." ,^0 |c 
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Count Piper fingered the brown curls of tiie wig that 
hung on to the heart of his somber coat and looked 
reflectively at the floor; the Duchess eyed htm, and her 
fair face was hard in the shadow of her hood and her 
blue eyes had darkened with emotion. 

"It is not pleasant to return to one's country as I 
have returned — an exile and a fugitive," she said, in a 
heavy voice, "to wait here day by day, like a poor 
petitioner, to gain my brother's ear — but it is an added 
bitterness to think that I have brought with me one who 
will be a mischief in Sweden." 

"So your Highness thinks of this lady as a mischief?" 
asked the Count thoughtfully. 

"You know, sir," she replied, disdainful of pretense, 
"that is what you came to tell me." 

"No," he said, looking at her straigbtly. "I think she 
might be useful." 

"To whom ?" cried the Duchess. 

"To Sweden." 

As the King's sister understood the King's minister, 
she colored swiftly and drew a step away from 
him. 

"This is not Versjulles," she said. Then in a tone 
of real disgust, "Heavens I would you sedc to rule the 
King through women?" 

"If it was the only way." 

"A boy!" 

Count Piper lifted his Moulders. 

"She is the type — the temperament — they have noticed 
each other. He speaks of her." 

"Not when he is sober," flashed the Duchess. 

"Believe me, Madame," he answered gravely, "he is 
ensnared. And his first love. It will be serious." 

The Duchess tapped her foot impatiently. 

"And I came to Stockholm for this !" she exclaimed, 
full of contempt and revolt. 

"So much depends on the lady — why should she 
not be our friend, Highness? The friend of Sweden? 
That wench might save the country if she chose to 
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persuade the King that way — ^let us use her, instead of 
flouting her, Madame." 

The Duchess was silent a second^ struggling with a 
pride that bade her speak scornful words ; she Imew that 
Count Piper but followed the usual procedure of courts, 
but his worldly wisdom disgusted her, and, desperate 
as she was, and cause as she had to be angry with 
her brother, she did not care to think of him as sunk 
in foolish weakness; the men of her house tiad never 
been feeble. 

Yet she knew, by a deep instinct and a jealous 
observation, that Viktoria had greatly attracted the 
King, and she thought that, bold, fair, and worldly as 
this woman was, she would not forgo any advantage 
for any scruple, 

"I leave it in your hands," she said at last. "I cannot 
speak to her myself. I will send her to you while I go 
for my walk." 

She went from the room as if not too well pleased 
with Count Piper, and he, left alone in the dreary 
atmosphere of the narrow apartment, began to slightly 
doubt the wisdom of the course he had set himself. 

But he was aroused; he was afraid as only a brave 
man can be afraid, mistrustful as only a wise man can 
be mistrustful, roused in his pride as a statesman and 
as a Swede; he believed the Czar Peter to he terrible 
— more terrible than anyone yet guessed; ambitious, 
fierce, one eager to rule who yet did not disdain to 
learn — a dangerous combination; he believed the King 
of Denmark malicious and active; and the third of 
the King's enemies, Augustus of Saxony, King of 
Poland, he believed to be equally formidable — a frib- 
tle, a rake, but an important pawn, a sharp tool in the 
hands of others — a valuable asset to such a man as the 
Czar. 

Sweden had possessions all of these envied — they did 
not hesitate to stretch out their hands and take them 
from one whom they knew to be a boy and believed to 
be defenseless. f i 
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The two former Kings bad made Sweden great — 
tiiis King mi^t lose all that greatness so easily. 

Count Piper's shrewd face hardened as he thoi^t 
of the tipsy youth slumbering in his cabinet; his deli- 
cate mission seemed easier as he reflected on that foolish 
degradatioa 

And it was not likely that the woman was of finer 
clay than the man whom she soi^t to enslave; Count 
Piper was hardened towards her with whom he bad to 
deal before he had spoken to her; her quiet entry found 
him cold and prepared. 

Her curtsey was slow ; she had her eyes fixed on him 
the while. 

It was the first time that he had seen her close and 
face to face; his practised glance noted, first that she 
was not a ^rl, secondly that she was as clever as she 
was fair; it was an intelligence equal to his own that 
looked at him out of those clear brown eyes. 

And she was certainly very fair; there was no fault 
in her exact feattu'es, in her pure complexion, none in 
her exquisite form, unless it might be that she was too 
t^l and too slender. 

Her dress was over-rich and over-gay for her sur- 
roundings ; a court ruled by an old woman had not seen 
before a creature so splendid. 

Her pale blond hair was worn in cunningly disposed 
ringlets through which was passed a little braid of pearls, 
and fastened by a fair tortoiseshell comb adorned with 
squares of dark amber. 

Her dress was of rose-colored velvet, cut low in front, 
with a fall of silver lace on the bosom, and showing 
a silver petticoat in front. 

She had a great scarf of black silk wrapped like 
a shawl over ^1 her attire, and no jewels at all but 
one square s^phire on the first finger of her ri^t 
hand. 

"You are very gracious, Madame, to grant me this 
interview," said Count Piper; he looked a dull, a wizened 
figure beside her radiant grace. Coo"lc 



KARL XII 19 

"Was it not a command?" asked Madame von Falken- 
berg. 

She stood facing him, with one hand on her hip, 
ahnost in the attitude of a man who feels for his sword 
hilt 

"I am not powerful enough to issue commands to 
you, Baroness," he replied suavely. 

She flashed into a sudden animation that accorded ill 
with her frail pallor and look of languid grace. 

"I think you are not powerful enou^ to do anything, 
Count," she said, "not powerful enough, certamly, to 
save Sweden." 

He did not understand her mood or her attitude, but 
he answered boldly. 

"Therefore I am going to ask your help, Madame." 

VJktnrJA vcfti Falkenberg. moved impatiently towards 
the wmdow, lilte a creature confined against her wilL 

"Are you not ashamed," she asked, "that you caimot 
manage one wilful boy F" 

This was so unexpected that Count Piper could think 
of no reply whatever. 

"This King of yours," continued the lady, "was drunk 
b>day, and unwashed from the chase, sat down to his 
food with spotted linen and muddy boots, was nide to 
women — I ^ould not be proud to be his tutor." 

She had completely turned the tables on him ; he had 
meant to tactfully reproach her with the effect of her 
influence on the King — to point out how Karl was drif t- 
n^ to disaster — and she had snatched his weapons from 
his hands and left him defenseless. 

She threw up her head impetuously and struck her 
open pahn on the window-pane. 

"Oh, for something beautiful !" she cried, "were it but 
the waving of a spray of leaves against 3 gray sky I 
Your palace stifles, Count, and while we wait your King's 
gractousness we lose our lifel" 

"It is of that 1 would speak to you," s^d the Count, 
endeavoring to keep to his first point of view, "of your 
desires — and the King." >OqIc 



CHAPTER III 

""^T"©!! think that I have any influence with your 

\ King?" asked Madame von Falkenberg. 
■^ Her directness' did not displease Count Piper; 

he saw that she was more experienced than he had 
thou^t and wise enough to be simple. 

"I know you have," he replied, then added; "His 
Majesty has never looked twice at any other woman." 

"His Majesty is only eighteen," said Viktoria; her 
large dilated eyes looked searchingly at the shrewd, 
withered face of the minister. "What do you know 
of me?" she asked. 

He had his answer ready. 

"I know that you are of one of the noblest families 
in Gottorp — that you are a very attractive woman, and, 
I think, ambitious." 

"You know nothing about my husband?" 

The question seemed to Count Piper quite irrelevant. 

"I know that Baron von Falkenberg was killed in a 
duel a few months after his marriage, and that that ts 
five years ago." 

She gave him a narrowed glance. 

"And so you think that I have influence with your 
little King?" she demanded abruptly. 

Count Piper was surprised into irritation. 

"Madame, it is a Viking!" he exclaimed with pride. 

Madame von Falkenberg lifted her slender shoulders. 

"He seems like a child to me," she answered, "and 
if," she added, "you think so well of him, why do you 
come to bargain about him with a woman whom you 
think is a greedy adventuress?" 

Count Piper looked at the lady with dislike; her 
20 0;^|C 
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attitude was one with which it was impossible to deal; 
for all her directness she was hindering him in the 
object of his conversation; vexation rose in his heart 
against boys and women and this kind of bedchamber 
intrigue; he longed for such a master again as the late 
King had been. 

"Sweden is threatened," he replied, with some stern- 
ness, "and to save her I must use any weapons I 
can." 

"Even soiled ones," said the Baroness." 

"I have not said so — but I am dealing with a youth, 
cme who has no interest beyond his games and his sports 
— one who is self-confident, arrogant " 

The lady interrupted. 

"And you can do nothing with him?" 

"No." 

"And the Queen?" 

"He smiles at the Queen." 

"What do you want him to do?" 

"What his father would have done," replied Count 
Piper — "lead an army against Denmark, Poland, and 
Russia." 

"I see — you want an antique hero — a Viking, as you 
say, in this modem age of ours I" She seemed scornful, 
and her lips shook as she spoke. "And you think that 
a woman's smiles can rouse a derai-god from a tipsy 
boy I You think that he might go to war if he could 
find me amoi^ the spoils of victory I" 

Count Piper was silent; be could not understand her 
mood. 

She seemed in considerable agitation and leant against 
the window-frame, pressing a little handkerchief to 
her month; the sharp eyes of the minister noted the 
stains of red on the cambric as she rubbed off the 
moistened rouge. 

"You think to find in me an Aurora von Konigs- 
marck — a gilded puppet whose strings you can pullT' 
she cried. 

Count Piper felt botmd to defend hitn^df. , Coo>^lc 
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"Madame, you have not seemed displeased at the 
King's notice." 

"No," flashed Viktoria, "and the Duchess has told 
you thkt she does not like me and that I am a light 
creature, and so you think you can affront me with 
impunity." 

"Madame, it can be no affront to suggest that you 
mi^t be the King's friend and itifluence him for good." 

She sighed a little at these conventional words and 
put her Uiin hands, with a gesture of weariness, to her 
fair brow. 

"Will you let me see the King, alone?" she asked 
quietly. "Perhaps I might be able to turn him to what 
is the wish of all of us." 

The Count did not affect to understand this change 
of front, but he was eager to grasp at her suggestion. 

"His Majesty is now in my cabinet," he replied. 

"I wish to see him when he is sober." 

"When he wakes he will be sober." 

"Take me to him." 

Count Piper glanced at her somewhat doubtfully; tf 
she did become his puppet he did not think that she 
would be a particularly easy one to manage; so far, at 
least, she had shown no good-humor and a certain enmity 
towards himself; he agreed with the King's sister in 
not liking her; what charm she had, he decided, lay 
solely in her rather colorless beauty. 

He conducted her to his cabinet without any very 
great hc^es as to the success of his experiment, but, 
at least, he consoled himself, he had forced an issue 
that might have hung long and vexatiously, and this 
interview would decide how much or how Httle Viktoria 
von Falkenberg was going to count for in the life of 
the King of Sweden. 

When the cabinet door opened Karl looked round. 

He was still in the chair where Count Piper had left 
him and seemed to have but lately awakened. 

The Baroness entered and closed the door. The 
King at once rose, and stood, with one hand on the 
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bade of his chair, looking at her in rather an amazed 
fashion. 

His eyes were clear and his hands steady; he had 
already thrown oflE the effects of the wine — an easy 
matter for his superb and vigorous constitution. 

But his hair was still disordered, his dress disheveled 
and stained with blood, and dirt, and wine. 

The lady, in her fair exquisiteness, rose color and 
silver, her finished beauty and artificial grace, was a 
curious contrast to the young man in his vigor and care- 
less attire. 

"Ah, Madame von Falkenberg," said the King, "who 
do you wish to see — Coimt Piper?" 

"No, sir." 

"This is Count Pit>er's cabinet," replied Karl, mth 
a look of confusion. 

"He has been lecturing your Majesty?" 

The blood rushed up under the King's fair skin. 

"He spoke to me of the Czar of Muscovy, but I do 
not rightly recall all he said." 

The Baroness advanced a little ; all that there was of 
light in the dull, small apartment semed to be gathered 
in her brilttant figure. 

"I also have come to speak of the Crar of Muscovy, 
your Majesty." 

Karl looked at her doubtfully. 

"Oh, yes, Count Piper sent me," she added, "but I 
do not come on his errand, but on my own." 

The red still showed in the King's strange face; he 
glanced at his clothes. 

"You take me at a disadvantage," he said, with 
digraty. 

Viktoria smiled faintly. 

"Ah no, sire — you have all the advantages!" 

Karl suddenly smiled also; it changed his face, not 
agreeably. 

"You think I have all I want?" he asked. 

"I think Ibat you could have." 

"That rests with you, Baroness," he replied; now 
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that he was sober it was noticeable that his demeanor 
was cold and his manners of a freezing haughtiness; 
only towards this woman his behavior was softened; 
he was being as gracious as he knew how; his large 
serene eyes gleamed as they rested on her loveliness; 
he approved her openly and with a lack of all subter- 
fuge that had something large-natured in it; indeed, it 
was impossible to associate him with anything small of 
any kind. 

They stood facing each other, and for all that she 
was tall she was hardly to his shoulder; he stared at 
her, and behind all his arrogance was a certain shy- 
ness. 

"Sir," she said, "it is a pity that you should depend 
on a woman for anything." 

That seemed to strike a responsive chord in his 
nature; he drew up his magnificent figure and a look 
of intense pride darkened his face. 

He put his hand to the hilt of the short sword he 
wore and turned away rather abruptly. 

"What could I give you?" asked Viktoria softly. 

He looked at her over his shoulder. 

"I think you know," he said rather sullenly. 

"But tell me," she insisted. 

The King gave his ugly smile. 

"You are such a pretty creature," he answered, "you 
^ve me more pleasure ^an any fair sight I have ever 
seat" 

She did not receive his compliment in the usual fastuon 
of blush and confusion. 

"I am sorry that your Majesty has seen so few 
pleasant sights," she said ^^quietly, "but you arc very 
young." 

"You think of me as very young?" demanded the 
King, with narrowed eyes. 

"What are you, sire, but a boy?" replied- the lady 
calmly. "Ah, when will you be a man?" 

"With God's help, when I choose," he said shortly. 

Viktoria von FaUcenberg smiled sadly. 

_ C.oogic 
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"Sire," she said, "I do not come to lecture you as 
Count Piper or the Queen do. I think I have no right 
to speak at all, save this little right that you have noticed 
me." 

"I have noticed you," he interrupted heavily. 

"And that others liiink that I might influence you," 
she continued. 

"Ah, they think that, do they? Count Piper thinks 
a woman could influence me!" cried the King. "For- 
give me," he added quickly, "I am not courteous," 

"Indeed," replied the Baroness, still with that little 
fixed smile, "your Majesty is more fitted to the camp 
than the court" 

Again the King flushed, and his eyes were narrowed 
and gleaming. 

"Ah, I am boorish — 1 know," he said, then, suddenly, 
"but I could be gentle to a woman, a woman like you." 

"I want you to be gentle to me now, sire," she re- 
plied quickly, "for what I have to say may try your 
patience." 

"Nay, that could never be." 

He did not speak in a tone of gallantry or artificial 
compliment, nor even with any of the confusion or 
shyness likely in one so young and so unused to deal- 
ing in affairs of love, but widi a certain hardness and 
hauteur, the mark of absolute sincerity and complete 
self-command. 

It was impossible to believe that he would ever waste 
himself in mere pleasantness; he did not trouble even 
to smile, but looked at the lady gravely with his strange 
blue eyes that were of so rare a color and so curiotis an 
expression. 

"You think that I please your fancy," she said, with 
a flutter of color in her face. 

"I know that you do," he replied seriously. "You 
are very wonderful. But Count Piper was wrong," he 
added grimly, "when he thought that you could influence 
me." 

"Yet 1 am going to try and do so," said Viktoria. 
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''Yes?" he seemed faintly amused. 

"I want you to forget me, to forget the chase, to leave 
the wine, and become the man your father was." 

These words were so unexpected that for a mranent 
his composure was disturbed. 

"Forget you?" he asked. 

"Sire, whether my words have any efifect with you 
or no, after to-day I shall never speak to you alone. 
I am not the woman your councilor ^es me to be. He 
thinks that I would he your plaything, and that through 
me he would work his way with you." 

"And so you will have none of me?" asked the King 
quietly; "I could have loved you." 

"Sire, I have done with love. And I was never am- 
bitious." ■ 

"But I," smiled Karl, "I have not even begun with 
love. And I was always ambitious." 

She flashed at him with sudden animation and 
force. 

"Then if you are ambitious leave love alone. Turn 
your back on women until you take your Queen — be 
the one King in Europe who is not ruled by a petti- 
coat. Be a man like the hero of antiquity, feared, 
obeyed, revered by men, not cajoled, flattered, led by 
women I" 

He gave her a dazzling look. 

"And if I wished I could be such a one," he said 
strongly. 

"And do you hesitate? There is a man's work — a 
King's work ready to your hand — a nation that your 
forefathers left great looking to you for help against 
three terrible enemies, the world before you in which 
to win glory." 

"And if I wished I could win it," said Karl, in the 
same tone. 

"Sire, first you must conquer yourself — to-day you 
were intoxicated." 

The King flushed hotly. 

"You came to the Queen's table blood-stained fn«n 
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the chase. You dragged the cover to the floor with 
your spur in the cloth. You insulted me in the cor- 
ridor." 

Karl looked at his disordered clothes. 

"Before God," be said in broken voice, "I am 
sorry." 

"And because of these things Count Piper resorts 
to a woman to influence you." 

"I am ashamed," said the King. "I am ashamed. 
Yes, I was dnink. I went into my grandmother's 
presence like any stable boor — ^I remember now. And 
Count Piper led me here — and I fell asleep when he 
talked politics." 

He hid his face in his strong hands, resting them on 
the back of the chair, his tangled curls falling over the 
dark tapestry. 

Viktoria Falkei^rg had not known him long, but 
she was quick to perceive that he was moved to emotion 
rare in such a nature. 

She came quickly up to him, and laid her thin hand 
on his bowed shoulder. 

"Sire, what does it matter? You are young and 
splendid. Think what may be before you — think what 
you have in your hands. What is the chase compared 
to war? What is wine-drinking compared to the joy 
of victory? What the pursuit of women compared to 
the pursuit of nations?" 

He raised his strange face that was now quite -pale. 

"You are right,'* he said. "You are very right. 
I have always thought like that. Yet there seemed 
nothir^ to do. And I amused myself witti games," he 
added simply. 

"There is now plenty to do," said the lady, with a 
faint smile. "You must give your brother-in-law back 
his duchy — humble Denmark — subdue Poland — hold the 
C2ar in check." 

"You think that I could do that?" he a^ed quickly. 

"Sire, you come of a race that has done such 

**"«'■" ,,„,,Goo8lc 
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He looked at her with an intensity almost painful. 

"You are interested in me, but yet you do not care 
about me." 

"I do not love you, sire," she replied quietly. "I 
loved once. It was enough. I loved my husband and 
he did not love me. For the sake of another woman 
he was killed soon after our marriage." 

She drew from behind the silver lace on her bosom 
a golden locket which she opened, and showed no 
portrait, but a fragment of blood-stained rag. 

"That I cut from above his heart the day they 
broi^t him home," she said. "It is all I care for in 
the world. I — I have suffered so much that it is as if 
I had died. That is why, sire, I can speak to you so 
coldly now." 

The King looked at her calmly; by contrast with 
her own words she herself appeared insignificant, his 
fancy for her, which she might have formed into the 
strongest passion his cold nature was capable of, bad 
died on the instant before the images her words had 
evoked. 

No one had ever spoken to him directly with strength 
and sincerity; the sneers of his grandmother he had 
always despised and everyone else had been his inferior, 
not daring to tell hihi plainly that which men thought 
of him and his actions. 

Never before either had he been so degraded as 
to-day when he had returned to the palace intoxicated 
and ^own himself so before women, and in the revul- 
sion of shame and disgust that he felt the words that 
this lady had dared to speak to him made the deeper 
impression. 

He looked at her with respect and a slight amaze- 
ment; she seemed thin and pale and artificial tn her 
gorgeous stiff gown, very different from the heroines 
of his beloved sagas — yet she had shown qualities that 
were admirable in his eyes. 

"Enough," he said suddenly. "I think I have done 
with childish things. I have had my dreams — maybe 



KARL XII , 29 

some of them I can realize. I thank you, Madame, for 
your timely speech." 

He offered her no compiiment nor courtesy and his 
C3q>ression, as he gazed at her, was hard, but she believed 
that she had accomplished her purpose and she did not 
care how soon he forgot her; she had very truly done 
with tiie emotions of love and vanity. 

"I thank you for your attention," she replied gently. 
"I have, sire, no more to say." 

With a little curtsey she left him ; he did not give a 
sig^ to her going, but turned with brusque eagerness to 
study the map of North Europe that hung above Coimt 
Piper's desk; with intent blue eyes and a steady finger 
he traced the positions of those provinces his three 
enemies wished to wrest from Sweden, 
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CHAPTER IV 

HE was eighteen years of age, of a superb consti- 
tution, perfect health, and noble descent, abso- 
lute monarch of a prosperous and well-gov- 
erned country, troubled by neither plots among his 
nobility nor factions among his people. 

He felt as if the world had been put into his hands, 
as a small globe to crush or fondle; his deep but 
hitherto sleeping pride, his vast and arrogant ambition 
were now finally roused by the humiliation into which 
his idle habits had led him, and the direct words of the 
woman who had attracted his cold fancy by her pretty, 
sad grace. 

As a personality she was now dismissed from his 
thoughts, but he dwelt on her speech with a deep, 
mighty resolve forming in his powerful mind. 

In every way he was equipped to play a great part 
in history; his father, a stem, just, and haughty prince, 
had educated him with great care and wisdom; his 
natural gifts for languages and mathematics had been 
developed by training and diligence; he was proficient 
in history and geography, well-versed in the lives of 
the heroes of ancient Greece and Rome whose example 
suited his temperament, and familiar with the sagas of 
Scandinavia, tiie only form of any art that had ever 
moved htm; his unc^rstanding was beyond the common, 
and he had not as yet displayed any vice or weakness 
likely to obscure his 6ne qualities, beyond this indolent 
absorption in rude sports that he had shown since he 
came to the throne; he was neither cruel and given to 
abuse of power nor was he liable to the weakness of 
being led by flatterers. His notice of Viktoria Falken- 
.80 
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berg was the first attention that he had ever accorded a 
woman. 

He seemed to be without affection and without pas- 
sion; to his father he had shown the only obedience 
he hud ever displayed to a human being; his mother he 
had despised, for he had early observed how slight a 
value his fatiier had set upon her gentleness and how 
harshly he had treated her; his feelings towards his 
sisters were the same, the old Queen he could only toler- 
ate by ignoring. Count Piper, the one man to 
whom he had ^own special favor, he liked but was 
not fond of, nor had he any warm feeUngs towards his 
country which he admired only inasmuch as it was 
his own. 

He was conscious only of the desire to dominate, to 
be without a rival as he was without a master; and, now 
that the words of Viktoria Falkenberg had taken root in 
his mind, to be great, to master kings, and nations, and 
peoples, and stride over them to fresh conquests; the 
reinstatement of his brother-in-law, Sweden's ancient 
ally, the Duke of Holstein-Gottorp, in his dominions, was 
a good excuse for him to enter the arena of European 
politics where his fellow-monarchs considered him too 
young to play any part. 

The true greatness of his strange character showed in 
his haughty resolve to conquer himself before ever he 
attempted to overcome his enemies. 

He decided to be the one King without weakness or 
vices, and as easily as he took off his soiled gar- 
ments of the chase he cast from him the vulgar amuse- 
ments and rude diversions that had hitherto occupied his 
leisure. 

The evening of the day that Viktoria Falkenberg had 
spoken to hun he joined the Queen at her supper 
table. 

His two asters were present and the husband of the 
ddest, the Duke of Holstein-Gottorp. 

Karl took his place at the head of the table; he was 
now absolutely sober and extremely cold in his de- 
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meaner; his disordered clothes of the morning had 
been changed for gannents of black velvet and a 
muslin cravat fastened by a white pearl; his bright and 
waving hair was confined by a broad black ribbon 
save tiie foremost locks which fell over his shoulders; 
in this grave style of dressing, with his great height 
and noble person, he appeared much older than his 
years. 

The Queen, who had, as usual, a bitter speech ready 
for him, snapped her lips together after she had glanced 
at his face; when he was master of himself she was 
afraid of him; he gave her a by no means friendly 
glance and his beautiful eyes traveled to the harassed 
countenance of his brother-in-law and the quiet faces 
of his sisters ; the Queen, who was watching him 
shrewdly and with no predisposition in his favor, 
noticed that now more than ever before he dominated 
his company; the women. Count Piper, the young 
Duke alt seemed pale and incomplete, like people cut out 
of paper, compared to his calm and overwhelming per- 
sonality. 

He did not sit down, but, pouring out a glass of wine, 
raised it almost to the level of his lips. 

"Madame," he said, addressing the Queen, "I must 
ask your pardon for my great discourtesy and boorish- 
ness to-day. I do ask it. I ask these gendewomeo to 
forgive me some insolences. I was not sober. That will 
never happen agaia" 

He paused for a second ; there was no flush in his face, 
his eyes looked as hard as sapphires; he never glanced 
to where Viktoria Falkenberg sat beside the Duchess of 
Gottorp. 

"I drink your health, Madame," he continued, bowing 
towards the old Queen, "and I drink it in the last wine 
I shall ever taste." 

He emptied his glass and set it down quietly. "And 
now forgive me my absence," he said. "I have much 
to attend to. Count, will you wait upon me later?" 

Without pausing for a reply he left the rooitL,yo[c 
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The Queen wiped her lips in a certain grim satisfac* 
tiotL 

"Well," she remarked, "he is capable of keeping his 
word." 

Count Piper glanced at the downcast and weary face 
of Viktoria Falkenberg; she sat next to him and spoke, 
under the little murmur of talk that had arisen since the 
King's departure. 

"He will do, your master," she said, "he is quite heart- 
less, quite just, and inhumanly strtmg." 

"You spoke to him?" 

She raised her eyes. 

"Our interview was not what you think. We have 
really no interest in each other." 

Count Piper could not pretend to understand her ; nor 
did he really care to explore the intricacies of feminine 
sentiment and feminine intrigue ; if Viktoria Falkenberg 
was not going to influence King Karl she ceased to in the 
least concern Count Piper. 

"His Majesty will help Gottorp, you think?" asked tiie 
Duchess. 

"I think so," said Count Piper. 

He hastened his dinner that he might rejoin the King, 
who was already, he knew, in his cabinet. 

And there he found him, standing by the window 
throu^ which the long Northern twilight fell into the 
narrow apartment; his arms were locked over the back 
of a high chair and he leant forward, in the attitude of 
one dreaming. 

Though he was so splendid in his magni6cent youth 
there was something in his demeanor more terrifying 
than lovable, and his proud noble face was marred by the 
ugly smile that curved his full lips. 

As soon as the Count entered he spoke, without 
raising his head. 

"I shall go to war," he said, and his voice that was 
always expressionless had a hard ring in its clear 
quality. "I shall return Gottorp to his duchy and I shall 
engage Denmark. Saxony must be brought from the 
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throne of Poland, and from these I menace this Emperor 
of Muscovy — this Czar of the Russias." 

"1 believe," replied Count Piper, with perfect sincerity, 
"that your Majesty can do these things." 

"I beliere that I can," said Karl. '"Ilie most danger- 
ous of my foes is Russia. He affects to be a mighty man, 
does he not?" 

It was plain that this greatness of the Czar rankled 
with him ; it was almost as if he had a personal hatred 
of this political enemy of his country whom he had never 
seen; this was the only person towards whom he had ever 
evinced the faintest anger or jealousy. 

"The Czar is great," replied the Count, "but your 
Majesty might be greater." 

"I would like to break him I" exclaimed the young 
man looking up. With that startling flash in the dark- 
ening blue of his eyes, he looked more human, more 
moved than Count Piper had ever known him. " 'Tis 
a savage, a Tartar . . . and he defies me . . . wants 
my provinces . . . mine, by God . . . you have seen 
me drunk to-day, you will not see that a^ain ... we 
will see if the Czar drunk can match me sober . . , and 
Poland with his Aurora. ... I will have no women, 
Count" 

He seemed greatly moved by a deq> and restrained 
emotion. 

"You owe something to one woman," thou^t Count 
Piper, "if she has wrought this change of mind in you," 

And he wondered what Viktoria Falkenberg had 
said. 

"Russia does not think that anyone is likely to oppose 
htm," continued Karl. "Is it not so? He believes 
that there is no man in Europe would face him and bis 
savages." 

"He certainly thinks," replied the minister, "that your 
Majesty will be easily despoiled. 'Tis a man with many 
noble quahties who seeks to bring his country forward 
in an honorable manner in Europe — ^yet unscrupulous 
and fierce — a barbarian teaching civilization to others — 
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but," he added, "before your Majesty thinks of Russia, 
there is Demnarii." 

"I attend the council to-morrow," said Karl, "and in 
a week's time I hope to leave Sweden. The Dutch and 
English will help us — at least indirectly. I think it is not 
to King William's interest that I should be overwhelmed. 
1 mean to make a feint on Copenhagen and compel Den- 
mark to a peace." 

"The Danish fleet protects Spaelland, sire," said Count 
Piper quickly. 

"But I have looked at the map," replied the King, 
"and I see that one might pass through the Eastern 
Sound." 

"Which is not held to be navigable, sire." 

Karl did not seem to pay much attention to this 
remark. 

"King Frederick is older than I, by ten years," he 
said, reflectively. "Do you think that he is a great man, 
Count?" 

"He is popular in Denmark, sire." 

"I am vexed," added Karl, "that I let him take Got- 
torp — but," he paused, then seemed to resolve to say no 
more on that subject. "England and the Netherlands 
will stand by us?" he asked. 

"They certainly will not wish to see Denmark in pos- 
session of the commerce of the North, nor the Czar of 
Russia overspread his dominions. I beheve we could 
count on the junction with the Anglo-Dutch fleet." 

"And Poland marches on Livonia," said the King, "I 
hear his Saxon soldiers are very fine troops." 

"One thing has just come to my ears, sire — Patkul is 
with Poland." 

The King's face hardened instantly at mention of this 
man who had led the Livonian revolts that had dis- 
turbed his father's reign and whose intrigues had 
broken out again on his own accession; Patkul had been 
the only jarring note in the last years in Sweden; and 
rebellion was a hideous sin in the King's rigid code of 
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"When I make peace with Poland," he said, "I shall 
bid him send back to me the traitor Patkul." 

Count Piper looked at him curiously ; the certainty of 
his speech, the confidence of his bearing were amazing 
things, for they were entirely free from braggart vanity 
or youthful swagger. 

The King saw his minister's glance and slightly 
flushed. 

"Perhaps," he said quickly, "I seem vainglorious in 
my speech, but I was not thinking of myself, but of 
Sweden — Sweden could do great things, do you not think 
so. Count?" 

It was like an attempt to conciliate, and the minister 
could not forbear a smile. 

"Under such a King as you will be, sire," he replied 
sincerely. 

"Well," said Karl, with his strange simplicity, "I do 
not see that it should be very difficult to defeat these three 
Kings." 

The next day he made his appearance at the council 
board in a mood different from any in which he had 
appeared there before. 

The councilors had been used to seeing him with 
his feet on the table and his hands in his pockets, lolling 
and yawning; now he came erect and composed 
among them, and in a few words announced his 
intention of making war on E>enmark, Poland, and 
Russia. 

This swift facing of their enemies was not what the 
council had been expecting; they had already begun to 
consider the advisability of negotiations with the three 
sovereigns who were taking advantage of the 3'outh of 
their King. 

But Karl's words left no doubt as to his intention and 
his spirit. 

"Sirs," he said, "I have resolved to never make an 

unjust war, but never to finish a just one save by the 

conquest of my enemies. My decision is taken — I 

shall attack him who first — who has declared himself 

Coo;;lc 
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against me, and when I have vaaquished him I shall hope 
to inspire some fear in the others." 

That same evening he heard that the Saxon troops of 
the King of Poland, the regiments of Brandenbourg, 
Wolfenbiittel, and Hesse-Cassel were marching to the 
assistance of the King of Denmark, who after having 
taken Gottorp was besieging the town of Tonning in 
Holstein. 

Against these were sent 8000 Swedes, some troops 
from Hanover and Zell, and three Dutch regiments, Hol- 
land, as well as England, having taken up arms against 
Denmark on the excuse of her having broken the Treaty 
of Altona. 

In the early days of April, King Karl took private 
leave of his family (a cold farewell of his sisters and 
the Queen), and, accompanied by Count Piper, the Duke 
of Holstein-Gottorp, and General Rehnskold, left his 
capital for the port of Karlskrona, where he embarked 
on his flagship "The King Karl," which was mounted 
with 120 pieces of cannon, and at the head of forty-three 
ships set sail for Copenhagen, on his first campaign. 

As the shores of Sweden were receding behind them 
Count Piper told the King that he had heard that Vik- 
toria Falkenberg was very ill ; he had wondered that Karl 
had not remarked her absence from attendance on bis 
^ter. 

"Ah, Viktoria Falkenberg," ssid tiie King thought- 
fully. He offered no comment, and that was the last 
time be ever spoke her name. 
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PETER ALEXIEVITCH 



CHAPTER I 

THE short Russian summer was in the com- 
mencement of its glory; a clear sunshine pene- 
trated the groves of beeches and firs, the 
thickets of lilac and senna plant, and shone on the 
brilliant flowers that carpeted the woods which spread 
about the wide estuary at the mouth of the Neva. Here 
and there, through the radiant blossoms, could be seen 
a glimpse of cold blue sea; the sky was of the pale green 
tint pecuUar to the last hours of the day ; no sound dis- 
turbed the peace of the little house on the lake in the 
woods, the residence that it pleased the Czar of Russia 
to call "Marli," in imitation of the French King, and 
which was one of his favorite places of retreat, being, 
indeed, m<»-e suited to his tastes than the gorgeous pal- 
aces he had built in Russia and the antique magnificence 
of the Kremlin. 

It had also the advanuge of being near to Cronstadt, 
the port he was building and in which he took such a 
personal interest, where he kept die nucleus of the Navy 
be was creating and of which he was so intensely proud, 
and where he had personally worked at some of the 
twenty-six trades that he had leamt in his journey 
through Europe. 

Save during the brief loveliness of the summer there 
was Uttle beauty in these marshy woods; neither birds 

38 ^ , 



PETER ALBXIEVITCH 89 

nor animals seemed to inhabit them and the stillness and 
the vastness added to the melancholy of the solitude. 

Marli was a two-storied house with a tiled roof, a door 
with plain steps and a window above with a balcony. 

It bad no dehned garden but stood solitary in the 
woods ; it was not far from the swamps where the Czar 
had resolved to build his new capital, nor from the spot 
where his favorite McntchikofF was raising a superb 
palace, but it had, despite the bright flowers and the sun:- 
shine, an air of solitude that was dreary. 

There was no sign of cultivation round tiie lake, and 
the wild flowers grew up to the very door, bending over 
the shallow steps ; the yellow plaster front of the house 
was stained with damp and the windows were without 
curtains, the shutters being all fastened back. The door 
stood open and there was no sign of servants or of any 
domestic work being in progress. 

At the edge of the l^e and lodcing up at the house 
was a man whose appearance and attire were in entire 
contrast to his surroundings. 

He was tall and stoutly built, with dark hair and eyes 
and an expression of some fierceness, hts locks were cut 
^lort into his neck, and he was attired in native Russian 
costume untouched by European fashion. 

His long coat of hne gold-colored silk brocade, shot 
«nth blue and red flowers, was open on a vest of fine 
muslin, fastened with sapphire buttons, and belted above 
the full skirt with scarlet leather. 

His full breeches of pale blue velvet were gathered into 
high vermilion leather boots, much polished and soft 

He carried a short sword of Oriental design, the hilt 
studded with tourmaline and rose quartz, and wore a 
close cap of scarlet silk round which was twisted a fine 
gold chain which held in place a buckle of diamonds that 
clasped a long white osprey. After looking at the little 
house thoughtfully this personage went slowly round the 
lake and in at the open door. 

The two f rcmt rooms were closed ; the newcomer went 
to the back and looked into the kitchen; it was here yenr 
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hot, for the cooking stove was lit and several dishes 
stood on it from which exhaled an odor of onions, cab- 
bages, and rancid grease. 

On a side table stood pots and pans and dishes con- 
taining fish under vinegar and salted gherkins, also some 
jams and jellies and a few fine spoons of silver gilt ; flies 
and mosquitoes buzzed over everything; all was dirty; 
the floor and the stove filthy with dropped grease and 
spillings of food. 

A Tartar servant vnth a flat yellow face was watching 
the cooking; be wore a soiled blue blouse and trousers; 
his throat and chest were bare and the perspiration rolled 
from under his oily hair. 

He regarded the newcomer with a look of complete 
stupidity and turned his gaze again to his cooking. 

He appeared to be no more impressed by the gentle- 
man's brilliancy than the gentleman was by his dirt and 
disorder. Only, as that person was leaving the kitchen, 
the taciturn servant vouchsafed a warning. 

"If you come with unpleasant news, Danilovitch Ment- 
chikoff, you had better keep them for a while." 

"He is in a bad humor P' asked the Prince quickly. 

"He was drinking all night," replied the Tartar. "And 
now he seems to be in a melancholy. What am I to do 
about the dinner, Danilovitch Mentchikoff ? He will not 
bear me in the room— and as for you, he will beat j'ou 
like a dog." 

"Well, when he has beaten me, we will have dinner," 
replied the Prince, and be turned away and went 
upstairs. 

He entered the front bedroom which was that with 
the balcony over the door; a good-sized chamber very 
plainly furnished with a low bed, a table, a few chairs, 
and one or two half-open boxes filled with clothes. 

The pale melancholy light streamed in uninterrupted 
through the curtainless window and Ut every crevice of 
the apartment 

Above the bed was an ikon of the Saviour, very 
dark and indistinct and adorned with plates of silver; 
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two candles in sticks of violet jasper stood on a shelf 
beneath this; on the stove was the unfinished model of a 
ship in wood; these were the only remarkable objects 
that the room contained. 

The one occupant was a young man who sat in a low 
chair by the stove, and who was intent on carving with 
a small knife a large fir cone. 

Peter Alexievitch, Emperor of Muscovy and Czar of 
all the Russtas, was at this time twenty-eight years of 
age, and it was not long since he had been recalled by 
rebellion at home from that extraordinary journey in 
disguise round Europe whereby he had sought to learn 
the various means by which nations secure prosperity 
and greatness, that he might instruct bis subjects ; he had 
since gained some glory by a victory over the Turks, but 
his present league with Poland and Denmark against 
Sweden was his first real entry into war and poli- 
tics, the first attempt to put into practise the schemes 
by which he sought to render his vast Empire secure and 
mighty. 

He did not look up as Prince Mentchikoff entered, 
but continued, with ostentatious disregard of a presence 
he was certainly aware of, to chip at the pine cone. 

His friend, standing inside the door, eyed him with 
some apprehension. 

The Czar's appearance was as remarkable as his char- 
acter and his history. 

Unlike the Prince, he wore European clothes, a shirt 
of very fine linen, much ruffled, faded green cloth 
breeches, white cotton stockings and leathern shoes, and 
over all a full dressing-gown of brown wool which was 
tied round his waist by a cord. 

Even as he sat so, doubled up on a low chair, it was 
noticeable that he was of pgantic height, and slender 
and graceful in his proportions ; the hands that were busy 
with his minute work were slim and elegant, his head was 
of a noble shape and covered with smooth short curls of 
a dusky brown color; his face, of an Asiatic type, was 
singularly beautiful, though already marred by passion 
and vice. 
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The short blunt features were finely formed, the dark 
eyes, large, lustrous, and full of sweetness, eagerness, 
and ardor, the complexion of a warm brown, darkened 
by exposure to sun and wind; a close mustache outlined 
the fiill lips ; for the rest he was well shaven, and there 
was something both robust and boyish in the smooth 
contours of his face. 

He was extremely attractive and gave the impression 
of being simple and lovable to an almost childish degree; 
his complexion, naturally so smooth and clear, was now 
rather pale, the eyes heavy and stained beneath; the 
hand that held the knife very slightly shook. 

Mentchikoff noticed a dirty glass full of flies on the 
floor beside him and a number of bottles, mostly empty, 
scattered about, a strong smell of brandy being in 
the air. 

"I come, as you bade me, to dine with your Majesty," 
said the favorite. 

Peter did not even look round ; he took a pinch of clay 
from a board on top of the stove and began to model it 
on to the fir cone. 

The Prince was vexed by this reception ; he had begun 
to think he could do what he liked with the Czar, who 
had raised him from the position of a pastry cook's lad 
to that of greatest noble in all the Russias. 

"Well, Peter Alexievitdi," he said drily, "there is some 
news that you must hear. But I would keep it till after 
dinner." 

Peter turned now ; one side of his face twitched in a 
slight convulsion. 

"Why did not this news come to me?" he asked 
sullenly. 

Mentchikoff saw that whatever his potations had been 
he was now sober, and went warily accordingly ; the Czar 
sober was not so easy as the Czar drunk. 

"Who dares to come to your Majesty when you are 
withdrawn into your solitude? Therefore the dispatches 
from Moscow were brought to me." 

"Is it bad news?" asked the Czar glocmily; he 
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turned again to his work, and began coloring the clay 
with his finger dipped in rough pigment which he bad 
arranged on the same board as the clay. 

"Well," said MentchikofF, "I certainly think that your 
Majesty should be at Moscow." 

And irritated at his reception he seated himself near 
the window with an air of impatience. 

"I will not go to Moscow," said the Czar, in a tone 
of suppressed violence. "I wish to be here — this is 
where I will build my city and my fort Why cannot 
I be alone here? I care nothing for your news," 

"Well, then," replied Mentchikoff exasperated, "it will 
not destroy your appetite, Peter Alexievitch. The King 
of Sweden has defeated Denmark, taken back Hotstein- 
Gottorp, and signed a victorious peace." 

Peter stared. 

"The King of Sweden!" he ejaculated. 

"Yes, that boy who was to be so easily despoiled. 
Europe remembers nothing like it. In fifteen days he 
has ended the campaign." 

The Czar's face was a ghastly color. 

"This is greatness," he said. 

With the mechanical movement of one who has re- 
ceived a shock he continued his work, staring at the 
clay he continued to mold and color, 

"Eighteen years old," added Mentchikoff, "and his 
first campaign." 

"Tell me about it," said Peter, in an agitated and 
humbled manner. 

"Do you really want to hear?" asked the Prince in 
some surprise; he had known the Czar to have mes- 
sengers of ill-tidings knouted. 

"I want to hear," replied Peter, without looking up. 

"Well, the Swedes made a descent on Copenhagen 
and joined the Anglo-Dutch fleet by Spaelland — ^they 
sailed through the Eastern Channel of the Sound, a 
thing not before thought possible — and then they landed 
and attacked Copenhagen by land." 

"The King led them?" ,^ , 
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"The King led them — he was the first to land, and 
waded with the water to his waist and his sword in 
his hand — under the musket fire of the Danes, you per- 
ceive. There was a short engagement in which the 
Swedes were completely victorious, and Copenhagen lay 
at their mercy." 

"Where was King Frederick?" asked Peter. 

"I do not know — still besieging Tonning, I suppose — 
at least he sent to negotiate." 

"To negotiate!" cried the Czar, looking round. 

"Sire — the Baltic Sea was covered wiA the Swedish 
ships, King Karl master of Seeland, Copenhagen be- 
seeching mercy — but our young hero must do the mag- 
nanimous — he fou^t not for conquest, he said, but 
justice. In brief, there was a congress called at Tarren- 
thal and there is a peace to be signed this month." 

"And what are the terms?" 

Mentchikoff shrugged his shoulders. 

"Sweden wants noSiing for himself — Gottorp Js to get 
his indemnity and his Duchy, and Denmark is never to 
meddle again against Sweden." 

Peter was silent a moment he was still very pale and 
one side o£ his face twitched convulsively. 

"What news from Poland?" he asked at length, 

"There were those dispatches yesterday, but you would 
not listen to them," 

"Tell .them to me now." 

"Augustus has raised the siege of Riga." 

"Why?" demanded the Czar, trembling all over. 

"The excuse is that the town is full of Dutch mer- 
chandise and Poland would not offend Holland. The 
truth is that Augustus could not take the town." 

"Curse Augustus and ctu'se Frederick," said the Czar 
heavily. 

He put down the little toy he was maldng and clasped 
his head in his hands. 

"So of all the enemies of this young man there re- 
mains but yourself, Peter Alexievitch." 

The Czax was silent; he could have imagined no 
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greater blow than this appearance of a rival to his glory 
in Northern Europe, a man ten years younger than 
himself who had already achieved what he never bad. 

How often had not Peter dreamed of dictating tenns 
to a conquered city and setting conditions of peace to 
vanquished Kings, of seeing a great many obey his com- 
mands and thousands of fine soldiers march behind him 
to conquest; all things that this youQi had experienced 
in a few days, while he, Peter, had been indulging him- 
self in a sullen retirement broken only by those drunken 
debauches with which he sought to cure the terrible 
melancholy that periodically assailed him. 

A bitter scorn of himself, a bitter envy of the King 
of Sweden, a wild yearning to be other than he was, 
settled on him like the mantle of despair. 

"Tell me what this young man is Hke," he asked, in 
a muffled voice; his curiosity as to what was admir- 
able and good and great was insatiable; even now it 
dominated his emotion. 

Prince MentchikoJf did not know much; this young 
hero, whose name was now in everyone's mouth, was 
a new figure in Europe. 

"He is very austere and prides himself on his justice, 
they say, and his army is so disciplined that they are 
at prayers twice a day, and they pay for all they take 
and do not despoil the dead. But this young man must 
be ambitious — he will lose his head." 

"You know nothing about it, Danllovitcb," replied 
Peter, "they are brave and cold, the Swedes. And this 
boy was well-trained and taught," he added enviously. 

"Well," said the Prince, "he is something to be 
reckoned with — and I hear from Stockholm that he is 
angry with the four envoys you have sent He thinks 
that when you are at war you should drop the pretense 
of peace — he is of a rigid honor." 

"Oh!" said Peter. 

He glanced up at the toy he had made; it repre- 
sented an old woman In cap and shawl, the cone being 
her skirt and the upper part being cunningly fashioned 
of clay. 
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"That is what I can do," he added fiercely. 

The Prince swung on his heel with some impatience. 
"You should be in Moscow," he declared. *Will you 
wait till the Swede is over the frontier?" 

The Czar did not reply. 

'The Saxons have left Livonia," continued Mentchi- 
kofF goadingly. "Patkul has proved a poor statesman 
and the treaty of Preobrapenskoe a failure — ^you can go 
on building Cronstadt and St Petersburg, for this war 
is over." 

The Czar gave his friend an ugly look; bis hands 
trembled on his knees. 

"Do you think that this boy has vanquished me?" he 
cried. 

"I think that he may, Peter Alexievitch." 

The Czar sprang to his feet. 

"Faithless, insolent, and foolish I" he shrieked, in an 
instant at the height of passion. "Where did you find 
the courage to presume on my kindness I Have you 
forgotten that I am Peter I" 

The Prince stood passive, only holding up his hands 
to protect his face; the Czar grappled with him and 
flui^ him down; Mentchikoif prostrated himself at his 
master's feet, face downwards on the dirty floor. 

Peter was not mollified by this submission; he took 
off his belt and beat the shoulders of the favorite until 
the gay brocade was torn to ribbons. 

He ceased as suddenly as he had begun, and stag- 
gered out into the head of the stairs, dragging his shirt 
open at the throat. 

The Tartar servant was coming up with dishes on a 
tray; Peter gave one glance at the food then tipped it 
all out of the man's hands so that cabbage, soup, and 
fish rolled down the stairs ; then he gave a great cry that 
seemed like a shout for air and fell backwards; a little 
foam flecked his lips and his eyes turned in his head. 

The Prince and the Tartar with the air of men doing 
a usual thing, dragged and pushed him somehow to bis 
bed. n I 



CHAPTER II 

THE Czar Peter lay at full length on his camp 
bedstead, his hand at his forehead, sheltering 
his eyes, his mind full of bitter and angry 
thoughts. 

Seated on a low chair near him was Danilovitch 
Mentchikoff, who regarded him with an expression like 
that of a favorite dog who has been beaten, and who 
waits patiently until his master chooses to forgive him. 

For two reasons MentchikofF would take anything, 
blows, kicks, and violent abuse, from Peter; first be- 
cause of the traditional implicit obedience of a Russian 
towards the Czar, a sentiment that had caused men dying 
under torture to bless the monarch who had condemned 
them, and secondly because he loved and revered Peter 
with a deep, passionate fidelity. 

Insolent towards all the world, easy and familiar even 
with his master, with whom he frequently presumed too 
far, he yet never resented any caprice that humbled him 
by word, look, or whip; he did not fawn from policy 
but from an intense devotion to the man whom he con- 
sidered the greatest in the world. 

There were some elements of greatness also in Danilo- 
vitch Mentchikoff; he shared not only the Czar's views, 
but some of his capacity for carrying them out ; he had 
been his companion in the labors of the dockyards of 
'Amsterdam and Wapping, as well as in the barbaric 
splendors of Russia; he also had seen and judged that 
Western civilization that the Czar burned to emulate; 
he also dreamed the same dreams of the future greatness 
and glory of his country, and to this cause was eager 
to devote his strength aiul his intellect 

47 ,z,=i.,CoOgIc 
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Some personal ambition colored his attitude; Peter 
had rais«l him from cook-boy to page, from page to 
noble, friend, minister; he was already wealthy, hon- 
ored, feared, but though he might be an insolent tyrant 
to all the world, to the man who had raised him he 
was absolutely submissive, even abject in his love and 
admiratioa 

Peter, whose nature was warm and affectionate, loved 
this creature of his own making, to whom he allowed 
liberties never permitted to the most powerful of his 
boyars, but he had more often than once ma^ Mentchi- 
koff the victim of his insane furies in a manner that 
had nearly cost him his life; but the servant had never 
uttered a sound of complaint, and, when the outburst 
was over, had never failed to drag himself, bruised and 
bleeding and faint, to lick the boots and kiss the hand 
of the man who had chastised him. 

He now was watching the Czar with some anxiety; 
he had been vexed for the last few weeks because Peter 
had made no steps in the campaign against Sweden, 
but, seized with one of his attacks of melancholy, had 
retired to Marli to brood over the plans of Cronstadt 
and St. Petersburg and drink himself into fits of false 
gayety that were followed by black and dangerous de- 
pression. 

And now the blow had fallen; a new captain had 
arisen who in a few days had forced Denmark into 
peace; Poland was retirir^ from Riga; a young, vigor- 
ous King who had shown himself possessed of resolu- 
tion and martial genius, with a- perfectly equipped, 
trained, and victorious army behind him, was free to 
turn his attention to the third enemy who had so wan- 
tonly provoked him. 

Mentchikoff's long dark and rather haggard face was 
shadowed with anxiety. 

Not only did he wish his master's political and military 
schemes to fructify, he wished the Czar to be personally 
great and without rival in this greatness. 

He was concerned that Russia should have lAvomz 
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and a port on the Baltic, he had concurred in the plans 
laid down by Patkitl, but he was still more concerned 
that Peter Alexievitch should shine resplendent, without 
a rival, in the Northern firmamenL 

Already he hated Karl of Sweden, who had the ad~ 
vantage in education, tradition, and breed; who was con- 
tiolled, humane, just, and honorable — with none of these 
things could even the bUnd devotion of MentchikofF 
credit Peter — and who had the added interest of his 
extreme youth and the justice of his quarrels; a young 
warrior, stem, outraged, fighting only those who had 
attacked him, conquering easily, and, with a haughty 
generosity, claiming no benefits from his victory, but 
only the restoration of bis friend to what was rightfully 
his — this was a figure on heroic lines and one sure to 
appeal to the imaginations of men. 

And how would the world account Peter by con- 
trast? 

A half-savage monarch of an almost wholly Eastern 
reahn, never yet taken seriously into the reckoning in 
the affairs of Europe, one who had taken eccentric 
means to learn the means of civilizing his people and 
who yet was notoriously incapable of controlling his own 
meanest pas9i(^s, one who had been guilty of fierce 
cruelty and bitter revenge and excesses beyond ordinary 
debauchery — how did such a one show beside the cold, 
Ste^tft^fast, calm, and mighty figure of the young King of 
Sweden? 

Mentchikoff was jealous for his hero, who to him 
was the greatest man on earth; Peter's faults were 
not faults to him; he came of a people long used to 
cruelty in their nilers, it was in his blood and in his 
training to submit to tyranny, but he had been the 
Czar's companion in his journey through Europe and 
he had seen, with his strong native shrewdness and 
perception, the qualities admired and respected by civil- 
ized peoples, and he knew exactly where Peter failed 
to reach the standard of the West — ^it was one to which 
. he could not attain himself, but that did not prevent 



50 KINGS-AT-AKMS 

him from keenly observing his master's failure. He 
still passionately dreamed of seeing the Czar a King af ta* 
the fashion of the ICings of France and England, and 
had been one with him in every effort to attain this 
end; so complete was the devotion and abnegation of 
Danilovitch Mentchikofi that his life was one with his 
master's life, his glory and ambition one with the glory 
and ambition of Peter Alexievitch. And the Czar's 
moods, melancholies, and passions, that went so far to 
hinder his glorious schemes and tarnish his brilliant 
qualities, caused the keenest pangs to the fiercely loyal 
heart of his servant. 

And now there was this new hero to reckon with; 
a man such as Peter was not and never could be. 

The long figure at which the Prince gazed with his 
small brilliant eyes stirred on the rude bed; Peter 
dropped the arm that shielded his eyes and stared before 
him. 

He also had bis thoughts of Karl of Sweden; they 
were as intense and bitter as those of Danilovitdi 
Mentchikoff. 

He was conscious of his own greatness, conscious of 
his own failings, and overwhelmed by the task which 
destiny and his own will had laid on his shoulders. 

He was the master of a continent, the undisputed 
lord of millions of human beings, enveloped in a 
grandeur almost mythical, possessed of a power almost 
godlike; better for him if he had been content with 
tiiis, satisfied as his ancestors had been satisfied by an 
enclosed splendor, instead of being tortured by dreams 
of making Russia what she had never been, what she 
perhaps never could be. 

All the sciences, the arts, the trades and commerces 
that had been the result of such slow and painful growth 
in Europe, he hoped in one generation to implant in the 
sterile soil of a nation almost wholly savage from the 
point of view of the West. 

A great capital must be built, a great port made, 
a trained army raised, a navy built, trade established, 
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people educated in commerce and handicrafts — marshes 
drained, forests cleared, swamps turned into profitable 
gr6und — his people must learn the utmost resources of 
their country and how to turn them to account 

The beautiful arts of other countries must be intro- 
duced and made to flourish; all that was wonderful, fair, 
or great must find a home in Russia. 

Such were the dreams of Peter ; his breed, his tradi- 
tion, his character were against these dreams. 

Half an Asiatic, his type was largely Eastern, his out- 
look wholly so; he was nearer Timour Beg than Louis 
XIV, despite his admiration of this latter ideal of king- 
ship. 

He had admired Europe and copied Europe and envied 
Europe — he had little in common with Europe. 

His story was one of a violence and terror difficult 
to find in the annals of any country but this, full of dark 
splendor, of flights, revolts, dangers, imprisonments; 
the brother who had shared his throne had disap- 
peared to a mysterious death, the sister who had been 
his regent was languishing in a close prison; he was 
separated from his wife, his one son was sickly, almost 
witless. 

In his blood lurked horrible diseases; his brother 
had been an idiot, tortured by convulsions, his sister was 
afflicted by dropsy and ulcers, he himself had been 
given to epilepsy since childhood; unbridled passions, 
unlimited power, unchecked lusts had tainted his whole 
race with a mental unbalance aldn to insanity; melan- 
choly, nightmare horrors of glooms and broodings, wild 
extravagance of thought and action were in his 
heritage. 

Heavier burdens even than the sc^er of all the Rus- 
sias had come from his forefathers to Peter Alextevitch; 
clouding and torturing his brain and body were the dread 
shadows of mortal maladies, the black form of madness. 
No one knew his sufferings ; he himself was ignorant of 
their cause and terrified at their power; only alcohol 
could allay them, and then the payment exacted was hor- 
rible as death in agomes. 



52 KINGS-AT-ARMS 

The dark horfors of delirium, the monstrous fancies 
of fever, the tortuous labyrinths of the undergroimd 
ways by which the borderland of delusions, dreams, 
hallucinations, and unbidden imaginings leads to the 
utter starless abyss of insanity were often more real to 
Peter than the strenuous world in which he lived; 
shadows from realms that he tried to deny the existence 
of, ghastly gleams from hells at which his soul dared not 
glance, douded and colored his thoughts and his 
actions. 

A continent was at his feet and he had undertaken 
a task as tremendous as any man had yet put his hand 
to — ^but even this was not sufficient to distract him from 
the terrors of the unseen and the unheard who haunted 
those foul, secret places where his soul was doomed to 
wander. 

He was weak now after his fit and there was a 
dullness on his spirit almost akin to peace; he was frown- 
ing, and his beautiful eyes were well stained with 
blood, but his glance sought with a certain gratitude the 
cool peace of the green beyond the square window, and 
he was glad of the quiet, watchful presence of his 
friend. 

"Danilovitch," he said, in a low voice, "I must get 
back to Moscow," then "If Cronstadt were built and I 
had a navy, I would batter this boy by sea." 

He sat up slowly, a languid, graceful figure in the 
soiled dressing-gown ; he had bitten his tongue when he 
fell and his mouth was still marked with blood; a few 
tiny spots of red were on the front of the fine cambric 
shirt; his forehead was damp with perspiration and the 
soft glossy curls hung in wild disorder; yet his face, so 
round in the contours still, with a certain bloom and 
freshness, attractive, gentle in expression, was the face 
of a youth, sensitive and dreamy. 

Prince Mentchikoff did not answer; he was not yet 
sure of his master's mood and feared to say something 
that might irritate him. 

"And if I had an anny I could batter him by land," 
added Peter, with a hard smile. 
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"Your Majesty has an army," ventured Mentchikoff. 

"Has it ever been tried in battle?" demanded the Czar 
grimly. "Is there anyone in the whole of Russia who 
knows anything of the art of war?" 

"It is for you to teach them," ventured the Prince. 

"There is much I have to teach Russia," remarked the 
Czar. 

He stood up, to the full of his great height, and 
pushed back his hair impatiently with both damp hands. 

"Is this how I get my Baltic port?" he cried scorn- 
fully. "Is this how I wrest a province from Sweden? 
I should have been in Moscow months ago." 

"God knows you should, Peter Alexievitch," said 
Mentchikoff mournfully. 

"But I had to labor with my hands, Danilovitch, there 
is no other cure for these infernal torments. I must 
make things, and be near the sea." 

The Prince knew that Peter alluded to the blajrk 
melancholy fits to which he was subject and made no 
reply. 

"This boy now," continued the Czar, in a quieter tone, 
"he would be sober? Not chased by phantoms or mocked 
by the infernal ones, eh, Danilovitch?" 

"A cold Norseman," replied Mentchikoff. "They 
say that for this campaign at least, his life has been 
austere." 

"That is it," replied Peter, with an eagerness that was 
almost wistful, "an austere life — ^to train the body, to 
eat bread and drink water, to sleep on the ground, to 
live as the meanest foot soldier — and I could do it — 
if he, why not I?" 

Then, in a sudden fit of gloom, he added: 

"I have no troops worth naming beyond the Strelitz 
and the Germans — savages, peasants, this King will 
taugh at me — and Riga is lost and Tonning? Curse 
bolii the Saxon and the Dane." 

He spoke wearily, without passion; Mentchikoff rose 
and touched him gently, with an infinite tenderness, on 
the arm. ,- i 
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"Come, Peter Alexievitch," he said softly, "come out 
and look at the sea." 

He had never known when a glimpse even of the 
ocean had failed to soothe the Czar. 

Peter did not reply, and Mentchikoff deftly drew off 
the dressing-gown and put on an old green coat of 
European cut that hung over a chair; the Czar silently 
permitted the change. 

The Prince fetched a bowl of water and helped him 
bathe his face, a comh and smoothed out the tangled 
hair, performing these menial tasks with an uncon- 
scious joy in the doing of them and a tender love for 
the person whom he served that was touching to behold 
in one so stem featured and hau^ty as Danilovitch 
Mentchikoff. 

Peter did not speak; he seemed in an apathy that 
chilled his faculties like the languor of a mortal illness; 
he suffered his friend to lead him from the house and 
showed neither dissent or assent. 

It was now fading to the cool of the evening; the 
sky was translucent and almost colorless against the 
motionless forms of the trees that had not yet lost the 
freshness of early summer; the lake was placid be- 
neath the borders of bright grasses and trails of wild 
flowers that flung themselves in lightly woven wreaths 
over the tiny wavelets that spent themselves against the 
banks. 

In the distance a nightingale made the silence of the 
wood tremble with the intermittent rehearsal of his 
sharp, sweet soag. 

The two fine figures, the servant so splendid, the 
master so humble in attire, llie King leaning on his 
minister with a sad and fatigued air, passed the little 
dearit^ round the house and through the first trees of 
the wood until they came to a spot where, through a 
break in the forest, was a view of low swamps and the 
distant sea which had the pale splendor of a tourmaline 
in the light of the sunset 

Peter sighed, with a ]ong shiver of relief; his very 
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muscles seemed to relax; his was the panting satis- 
faction of one who is fevered, and, after much delay 
in heat and pain, finds a cup of cool fragrant water at 
his lips. 

The air was of a keen freshness and ocean salt; it 
seemed to be wafted, pure and strong, from the distaiU 
shores of some dreamland beycmd the verge of the 
pale confining sea; the perfect silence seemed charged 
with a sense of vitality, of the joy of Hfe, of nature; 
the song of the hidden bird, that now and then sharply 
broke the stillness, was like a chant of calm triumph 
in the eternal majesty of nature's solitudes and un- 
touched places; there was now no melancholy in this 
loneliness; a tender magic filled the marvelous hour of 
the twilight and something more than mortal was abroad 
in the gathering dusk. 

The young Czar felt his lassitude fall from him ; new 
energy shot through him like a fllame touching his heart; 
once again all seemed possible; the grandeur of his 
manhood, the splendor of his rulership, again became 
palpable things ; the ni^tmares fled leaving a sane world 
about him; the Swede no longer seemed a thing to so 
greatly fear or envy. 

He was Czar of All the Russias, and a strong man 
in his youth. 

With a laugh he pressed his friend's arm, and Men- 
tchikoff laughed also, knowing his master cured for a 
while. 

"Shall we trouble for that Northern boy, we who 
are Peter?" demanded the Czar, holding up his head 
and staring at the sea; he spoke thickly, for his tongue 
had swollen where he had bitten it, but the unhealthy 
pallor had left his face and his eyes had the calm of a 
healthy man. 

"Come and have supper, now that your melancholy 
is over," said Mentchikoff, in a happy voice, "and I will 
show you a gay creature who will make you glad." 

"Until it is dark I will stay under the trees," rq>licd 
Peter, "and I shall not drink to-night." ^ Cioo>'lc 



CHAPTER III 

WHEN the last glow of the sun had faded, the 
air of desolation, of vast gray spaces isolated 
from the world, returned. 

The nightingale had ceased to sing and there was 
no other living creature abroad; the swamps beyond 
the wood were devoid of life, the night sky had the 
lead-colored look of the North, and there was no moon ; 
there was no sense of summer now that the moon was 
gone. 

Peter turned away; the sea being hidden from his 
view, he had no interest in the landscape; he moved 
slowly and with a ponderous step through the last 
trees of the woods, until he came to the chain of lilac 
thickets, now past their blooming, that led to Dani- 
lovitch Mentchikoff's house, Oranienbaum, a palace 
that he was erecting near to his master's cottage of 
MarU. 

The night air refreshed the Czar; he was now per- 
fectly sober and completely master of himself, but his 
spirit was plunged in a profound melancholy and his 
mental vision filled by the cold mighty figure of the 
young Scandinavian who had so suddnily crossed and 
blocked his path. 

He felt no hatred towards this rival and no common 
envy, but a sad sense of his own failure beside the 
triumph of this heroic youth. 

He had a long walk to the palace of Mentchikoff, 
which was situate almost at the mouth of the Neva, 
and on the opposite shore to where the fort of Cron- 
stadt was being raised; but the exercise pleased him 
<utd he would not go to Marli for a horse, or a light, 
66 
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or a servant, but strode alone through the gloomy dusk, 
without hat or cloak. 

There was nothing new to Peter in this experience, 
though it was a remarkable one for the Czar of All 
the Russias; he had wandered dirough Europe alone, 
and poorly clad. When he reached the gardens that 
MentchikofI was laying out, it was already completely 
dark, for the cold stars gave no glow, and Peter was 
guided only by the lights that shone through the open 
windows of the palace on to the parterres of brilliant 
flowers and the high hedges of clipped hornbeam; 
some one was playing the bailaika; the thin music 
sounded sadly in the empty gardens; Peter slowly went 
in at the principal entrance, the door of which stood 
wide. 

The first floor of the palace was finished and furnished 
in a gorgeous style that was a mingling of the West and 
the East, of Europe and Russia. 

The hall was hung with arras sent from France, and 
lit by Dutch lanterns that had come from the prows of 
ships. 

The room that Peter entered had vermilion walls, 
vases of purple jasper on malachite stands, and Chinese 
furniture of ebony inlaid with ivory; on top of the 
great enamel stove was a beautiful ormolu clock which 
was not going; lengths of French silks and Eastern 
damasks covered the couches of which there were 
several, and a silver branched candlestick of Italian work- 
manship held seven candles that were the sole light of 
the room. 

This stood on a, long table of gray marble mounted 
in heavy gilt, which occupied the center of the apart- 
ment 

In one comer was an ornate black cabinet set with 
various colored stones, in another a beautiful Dutch 
bureau in oak; the tops of these were crowded with 
goblets, boxes, bottles, and trays of silver, gold, enamel, 
and glass, some heavily encrusted with precious stones. 
Near the window which was curtained with cut velvet 
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in orange and l^ue, hung an ikon, (»ie mass of carved 
silver and rubies, and still hung with the Easter offer- 
ings of wreatlis of wax fruit 

The air had been scented by the bumir^ of pastilles, 
and a faint bluish smoke still obscured the atmosphere. 

The whole, effect was one of brilliant and crowded 
confusion, tasteless and barbaric; to Peter it was very 
splendid; a feeling of pleasure touched him (hat his 
favorite should have sudi a magnificent house. 

"Danilovitch 1" he called and went up to the 
table, and stood there, resting his hands on the gilt 
edge. 

The twinkling notes of the bailaika stopped, and, 
from an inner door that Peter bad not hidierto per- 
ceived, a woman entered carrying the little instru- 
ment 

Tliey looked at each other across the candle light 

She was as tall as he, and beautiful, with a robust 
and splendid beauty; her carriage was magnificent; she 
wore a robe of crimson satin with an overdress of 
scarlet, stiff with gold embroidery, that reached the floor 
and stood out about her, only being open at the sides; 
a square plate of gold set with rubies shone at her breast, 
hung by rope on rope of twisted pearls her dark brown 
hadr fell on her shoulders, from under the stiff Russian 
headdress of gold satin studded with turquoise, and to 
her feet behind, depended a long white gauze veil. Her 
fair, bold face, firm and beautiful in line and color, and 
swe(t and pleasant in expression, was turned full towards 
the Czar. 

He, in his worn green coat, disordered appointments, 
and tired bearing, was in a contrast almost sad with 
the room and the woman. 

"You must be the Czar," she said; she put down the 
bailaika and came towards him, moving lightly on gold- 
shod feet 

"I am Peter Alexievitch," he replied, "and you?" 

"My name is Marfdia," she said simply. "I hardly 
know who I am." ,- , 

L, ,z,;i:,LiOOglC 
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' "A Rus^an?" he asked, for her speech was strange, 
as if she used a tongue with which she was not 
familiar. 

She shook her head. 

"A Livonian, sire — a Lutheran — ^I do not know who 
my parents were," she added, anticipating his next 
questions, "nor why Prince Mentchikoff should t>rii^ 
me here." 

"Why," said Peter, "you are the person he spoke of 
who could cure me of my melancholy." 

She again shook her head. 

"No, it could not be I — I am only a servant — in my 
best clothes" — she laughed gaily, glancing at her attire. 
"I have never been so fine before, but to-night Danilo- 
vitch Mentchikoff ordered me to dress so I" 

The Czar was interested in her; she had an air of 
extraordinary vitality, of serene courage, and generous 
good-nature; she gave out an atmosphere of pleasant 
warmth and kindliness, of enthusiasm and joy of 
life, more remarkable than her beauty; Mentchikoff's 
vivacity and high spirits had always been his greatest 
attraction for Peter, but this girl's calm happiness and 
aspect of radiant health were more potent than the 
favorite's gay humor in their effect on the Czar's somber 
mood. 

"Why are you melancholy?" she asked, with a straight 
look from her lai^ clear gray eyes. "The Czar of Holy 
Russia, and sad?" 

Her glance seemed to have a certain pity for his 
marred and weary comeliness ; it was as if she were the 
Empress and he the peasant, so splendid and composed 
was she, so shabby and downcast was Peter. 

"I have something to make me sad, Marpba," he 
said. 

"And many things to make you happy," she replied 
simply, "but you great men are never gay. There is 
supper to-night in the pavilion. Will you come and I 
will pour your wine?" 

"No," said Peter, "I shall not drink to-nigfat/' > >o| 
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Remembrances of the cloudy horrors of the day 
darkened his face; he glanced round the gaudy room 
with the restlessness of a creature finding itself suddenly 
caged. 

"I will go into the garden," he said; then abruptly, 
"You are a Livonian. Do you know anything of your 
King — Karl of Sweden?" 

He [»U5ed in the open window, looking at her keenly, 
and ready to break iiuo anger at whatever answer she 
might make. 

But Marpha's simple sweetness was too strong for 
his suspicious anger; she defeated him by the sheer frank- 
ness of her reply. 

"I know nothing of him," she said, "and what can 
he matter to such as the Czar of Holy Russia ?" 

Peter glanced at her, baffled; his vanity was soothed 
1^ this ignorant creature's perfect faith ; his pride began 
to rise against this dread and envy of the threatening 
figure of the unknown young King. 

"Yes, I am the Czar," he said sullenly, "and I can 
pat a million men into the field for his every thousand, 
and if they are not as good soldiers I can knout them 
into being so." 

With that he turned into the garden, and his tall 
figure was immediately lost in the darkness filled with 
the sound of the waving sumach boughs. 

Marpha gazed thoughtfully at the open window; her 
hands that were white and smooth, but thick and strong, 
the hands of a peasant, played with her heavy jeweled 
breastpjdu. 

Prince Mentchikoff entered from the hall where he 
had been waiting behind the open door. 

"Has he gone?" he whispered. 

"Into the garden," said Marpha. 

"What do you think of him?" asked Mentchikoff 
eagerly, 

"He is comely," replied the girl. 

Mentchikoff lauded. 

"He is the greatest man in the world." 

C,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 
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"Ah, yes, the Czar of AM the Russias." 

"Not that only — he is a hero and a genius," said 
Mentchikoff, with passionate enthusiasm. "He is creat- 
ing a new Russia." 

"I understand none of these things," rephed Marpha. 
"The world seems to me very well as tt is — but I Uke 
Peter Alexievitch." 

"Then — if you can — make him happy — keep him 
cheerful," said Mentchikoff; "in many vizys his life is 
barren," 

The girl looked at him with those clear eyes that were 
full of an almost startling sincerity and truth. 

"Then you are tired of me, Danilovitch Mentchikoff, 
and wish to hand me to your master?" 

He returned her look frankly; both were of the 
same class, one by talent, the other by beauty elevated 
to these surrotmdings of royal luxury; she had been 
httle better than a camp follower and he was from the 
gutter; neither was disguised to the other by their 
present splendor and the pomp of their siu-roundings ; 
both held their positions by the frail tenure of another 
person's f avor— 4ie by that of the Czar, she by his ; for 
the powerful Prince was, after all, but a dependent on 
the favor of Peter, as the peasant girl was dependent 
on the caprice of Mentchikoff. 

The two adventurers looked at each other keenly and 
there was a laugh between them; hers was wholly in- 
different, perhaps heartless, his was gay and confident, 
for she cared for no creature but herself, nor ever would, 
while his least thought and meanest action was ennobled 
by his love for his master. 

"I am not tired of you, Marpha," said Mentchikoff, 
"and never shall be. I tfiink you are a wonderful woman. 
I think you mig^t help the Czar where I fail — as now 
when he is in his melancholy — and when he is drunk, 
and when he is ill." 

"I do not like sick people," said the Ljvonian slowly. 

"You have enough health and vitality to be aide to 
share it," replied Mentchikoff sharply. ,-• t 
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She drew up her superb body that so proudly bore 
the heavy ornate trappings, and turning her beautiful 
head slowly, looked out into the darkness of the garden. 

"We speak of the Czar of Holy Russia," added the 
Prince, with some offense at her indifference. 

"We speak of a dangerous man," she replied, with 
that shrewdness that had already earned for her Men- 
tdiikoff's respect. "I do not wish to be raised up to 
be dashed down. He can be cruel, and he has all the 
power. Let me keep out of the way of Peter Alexie- 
vitch." 

"You said that you liked him," said MentdiikoflE 
sternly; he had been hoping more than he admitted to 
himself from this second influence on Peter, that was 
to have been like a doubling of his own. 

"I like him, but I am afraid of him," she answered 
concisely. "He has many devils. I saw them peep out 
of his eyes. Keep me for yourself, Danilovitch Mentchi- 
koff, for you are a peaceful man." 

The Prince replied violently: "If you will not please 
Peter Alexievitch, you shall not please me" — and passing 
her roughly, followed his master out into the murmurii^ 
darkness of the garden. 

Marpha colored, and her serene pleasant face was over- 
cast 

. She had been quite content with her lazy life of ease 
and admiration, which had been like Paradise after the 
hard^ips of her earlier years, and she was sorry that 
Mentchikoff, for whom ^e felt a placid affection, had 
put her in the Czar's path, for she was without ambi- 
tion, fond of ease and comfort, and entirely iminterested 
in statecraft and politics; she could not write her own 
name, and was in every way entirely ignorant save in 
the natural arts of reading men and managing them ; she 
would rather have been left in peace, and this though 
the dark sad face of Peter attracted her as she had 
never before been attracted. 

With a Uttle sigh she turned to her own apartment 
to take off the garment whose splendor ratiier tpi- 
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strained her, and put on the peasant costume that she 
usually wore. 

In the pavilion Peter and Mentchikoff were discuss- 
ing the coming campaign, the Czar showing a sudden 
fervent interest in those events that he had refused 
hitherto to even glance at; he would not drink, but 
turned half a glass of wine out on the table, and dipping 
his finger in it, proceeded to draw a rough map of the 
scene of the King of Sweden's operations on the green 
marble. 

His knowledge of the country was accurate; he cor- 
rectly placed Copenhagen, King Frederick at Tonning, 
Augustus of Saxony falling b^k before Riga and the 
victorious forces of Sweden. 

Then he drew a swift line through Poland towards 
Narva. 

"There he will fall on Russia, Danilovitch." 

"Here we can meet him," replied Mentchikoff. 

Peter frowned; his dark head with the full short 
curls was bent low over the stains of wine on the mala- 
chite table; carved wooden dishes with birds' heads, 
full of fruit, beakers of pierced steel and horn, had been 
pushed aside by the sweep of his right arm; the light 
of the candles fixed to the white walls of the pavilion 
shone on his stooping figure, and the harsh, earnest face 
and brilliant caftan of Mentchikoff. 

Peter, staring at the smears of red on the green, was 
seeing those vast disputed provinces that he coveted, 
Ingermanland and Karelia ceded to Sweden nearly loo 
years ago, Ltvonla and Esthonia lost by Poland to 
the same power in 1660; the possession of these lands 
would secure that Baltic port which had been the 
dream of Ivan IV, and which was so passionately de- 
sired by this first Czar who had beheld and loved the 
sea; the first ruler of Russia who had aspired to seize 
the trade with Asia and open up sea-going commerce- 
He had believed that the boy King of Sweden would 
be utterly inc^>able of defending his provinces, and 
that his secret league with Denmark and Poland would 
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be easily and successfully pursued to a victorious con- 
clusion. 

Now Denmark had fallen out of the fight and Poland 
was a wavering ally; but Peter still put some faith in 
Augustus, because of the trained Saxon soldiery. 

So he remained for a while, staring at that crude 
map, his swift mind filled out with all detail; then he 
suddenly smeared the wine spillings together with his 
open hand and looked up at Mentchikoff, who was re- 
garding him eagerly. 

"This is a more difficult task than punishing the 
Strelitz or subduing the Cossacks," he said, with glit- 
tering eyes. "Surely it is more pleasure, Danilovitch, 
to overcrow free men than to put one's feet on the 
neck of serfs." 

"The Cossacks will join Karl," remarked Mentchikoff, 
kindling eagerly at the Czar's fire. 

"To-morrow we return to Moscow," said Peter, and 
his face was as fierce as it had been in the days after 
lus return from his travels, when the streets of the 
capital had run red with the blood of the old Moscovite 
army, which had revolted against his foreign reforms. 

He pushed back his tangled hair with his wine-stained 
hand. 

"Send for that livonian woman," he said, "she 
amuses me." 
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CHAPTER IV 

PETER held bis councils in the Kremlin sur^ 
rounded b^ the pomp of the old world and the 
new; the reforms that he had introduced with 
so fierce and imperious a violence had not as yet 
greatly aSected the nation, but the nobility who came 
directly under the influence of the Czar had been largely 
forced to adopt European ways, much as they might 
hate them and the men Uke Gordon and Lefort, who, 
mainly because they were foreigners, had so great an 
influence over Peter; these were both lately dead, 
but their inspiration remained. The Czar gathered 
his boyars together in the Golden Hall of the Sign 
Manual where his predecessors had sat on a silver 
throne under the gilded vaults, clad in robes stiff and 
blinding with jewels, and holding a rich orb as symbol 
of the universe they commanded; there Peter himself 
had sat in splendid pomp as a child with his idiot 
brother enthroned beside him. Peter was not magni- 
ficent to-day; in his plain green uniform and short 
hair he looked like a European foot soldier and ut- 
terly out of place in this great hall hung with scarlet, 
carpeted with Eastern tapestries, and decorated with 
jasper and silver, malachite and lacquer. The silver 
throne stood on a dais under a crimson canopy, and on 
the steps of it sat Peter, his hands clasped round his 
knees. The bcyars had gone with their breastplates 
and caftans, robes, and caps, and there remained coily 
the Duke of Croy, the German who commanded the 
army, and MentchikoS. 

AJl these were in the habit of Europe, Mentchikoff 
goi^eous ia laced coat, star, cravat, and a flowing 
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French peruke which heavily framed his long, harsh 
face. 

Peter, though affecting the most utter simplicity 
himself, liked to see those ahout him richly clad, and 
his favorites vied with each other in the splendor 
of their appointments; nothing pleased him more than 
to see the man who had worked beside him at the 
carpenter bench at Wapping and Zaandam, clad in 
workman's overall, appear in all the trappings of a 
French or English courtier. To-day he was in a good 
humor ; the boyars had been compliant before bis 
every command; bis Uood-thirsty vengeance on tiie 
reactionary party who had dared to raise a rebellion 
during his absence abroad was indeed too fresh in the 
minds of all for anyone to risk angering the terrible 
Czar. 

"I will teach Russia the arts of war as I am teach- 
H^ her the arts of peace," he remarked, lookii^ at the 
Duke of Croy whom he admired as a tried soldier. 

The German made a suitably loyal reply, but Mentchi- 
kof{ broke in with a sharp remark. 

"How many years do you think it will take you, Peter 
Alexievitch?" 

"All my life," replied the Czar humbly. 

"All your life," smiled Croy, "and not the meanest 
serf in All the Russias will thank you for your labors." 

"What do you mean?" asked Peter. 

Croy lifted his shoulders. 

"Oh, go on with your wars and your politics and 
your reforms," he said cynically. "You are a strong 
man — but stronger is Holy Russia!" 

Peter looked at him witii a certain eagerness entirety 
devoid of anger ; though he was so haughtily autocratic 
with his boyars he would take even insolence from these 
men whom he had put in the position of his masters; 
for a long while Croy and his like had represented 
European civilization to Peter. 

But Mentchtkoff resented on his master's behalf this 
speech made so sharply by the Germaa ,^ , 
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"Tliie Czar holds the Russias in the palm of his hand," 
be said haughtily. 

"Oh, la, la I" cried the Duke. 

Peter smiled grimly; he was thinldi^ of the little 
chapel a. few yards away, from the window of whicl\ 
his uncle had been huded out on to the pikes of the 
soldiery below, and of his own boyhood of flight, and 
peril, and hiding; not far away in this same fierce for- 
tress was the Red Staircase where Ivan the Terrible 
had stood to watch the cross-formed comet that had pre- 
dicted his own ghastly end, that staircase where, one 
blood-stained June, Feodor Borisvitch, strangled l^ the 
sheltsi, had been flung down, this but in revenge for 
another murdered Czar ; the history of his predecessors 
might indeed teach Peter that Holy Russia was not so 
easily governed or so rapidly subdued. 

"The House of RomanoS has had its misfortunes but 
also its greatness," he said simply. 

"And yet may give a lesson to the impertinent Swede," 
said Mentchikoff haughtily. 

"He is a great soldier," added Croy, in his stem 
way. 

The Czar's face darkened; he rose abruptly, his great 
height overtopping all of them. 

"If he throws Umself against Russia, he breaks him- 
self," he remarked gloomily. 

"He will attempt anything," said Croy; his imagina- 
tion like that of most men of action had been fired by 
the figure of the Northern hero, who, like another Viking, 
had arisen to defend his country with so much majes^ 
and cold magnanimity. 

Peter did not care to hear his General praise his 
enemy. 

"Where is Patkul; has he not returned?" he asked 
briefly. "He should have been here — I want news frcMn 
Livonia." 

No one knew where Patkul mig^t be; it was not 
easy to travel in the vast kingdoms of the Czar, and 
a man mi^t be late in obeying his sovereign's com- 
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mands, and his letters might be lost, for no other reason 
than the size of the country and the primitive confusions 
of all its services. 

Peter would have liked the presence of the fiery 
Livonian, with his rage against Swedish tyraany and 
his hatred of Karl XI, who had condemned him to 
death for protestit^ against the wrongs of his country- 
men, and his scorn for the present King as & haughty 
boy who would soon be tripped up in his giant's 
stride. 

But Patkul, at present with Augustus of Saxony as 
ambassador of Russia, had not come nor answered 
the summons, and Peter knew very little of what was 
happening in any of the Baltic provinces; he saw them 
in his mind as a vast confusion, and felt impatient 
considering how much there was to be done and how 
inadequate his means were; his military- plans had got 
no further than a proposed expedition to Esthonia, to 
seize, if possible, that province, and to send help to 
Augustus in Poland, or rather to effect a juncture 
widi him, as Peter greatly relied on the trained Saxon 
troops and the polished diplomacy of the Elector; 
General Patkul should be with the Polish army, Peter 
knew, but since Dahlberg had worsted him at Riga, 
the Livonian's credit as a soldier had fallen in the 
Czar's eyes and he wished to consult with Augustus. 

He was conscious of defects in his own statecraft; 
the Muscovite envoys whom he kept in Stockholm 
to swear friendly relations with Sweden had merely 
angered and disgusted the severe honor of the 
Northern King, and the Russian manifesto, in which 
the most puerile reasons were given for declaring war, 
had been better if never published; but so far no Czar 
of Russia had ever published any document concern- 
ing European diplomacy; in everything Peter trod new 
ground ^id was keenly conscious of his numerous mis- 
takes. 

"I will go to Poland," he said, his words following 
out his train of thought ( \kwIc 
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"You will have to defeat Sweden first, sire," replied 
Croy. 

"Well," said Peter gloomily, "one can try. We march 
against Narva. The Swedes do not fear a winter cam- 
paign — since they are willing to fight amid the ice we 
must leam to do so also." 

Saying these words with a certain simplicity, he ab- 
ruptly left the chamber, and, passing through a maze of 
gilt and painted apartments, came out on the great 
terrace of the KremUn that overlooks Moscow and the 
bridges over the Moskva. 

He felt neither excited nor elated; perhaps he knew 
better than either Croy or Mentchikoff the difficulty of 
this, his first great enterprise, for, by the measure of 
his own wild heart he could judge of the greatness of 
his rival in glory; extraordinary himself, he found it 
easy to credit the extraordinary in others, and just as 
he was prepared to open war in the depth of winter, 
in a Polar climate, so he believed that Karl would be 
ready to meet him; nothing could prevent him from 
carrying out his ambitions, even if he had to perform 
feats that in the eyes of ordinary men were madnesses, 
and he rightly gauged his enemy's character to be the 
same in this respect. 

He was glad that it was not possible to open the 
campaign till the winter, for he considered the added 
diificulty an added glory; with that sense of his own 
deficiency that was his truest greatness he did not in- 
tend to command his army himself, but to serve in it 
as a lieutenant, thereby giving the Russians a lesson 
in discipline and the value of training, for he was aware 
that his soldiers would consist of a horde of armed 
slaves and his officers of lawless nobles without experi- 
ence or any capacity for warfare. 

But here again his pride supported him; the more 
impossible the material, the greater the glory of creat- 
ii^ for Russia an army that should out-rival those of 
Europe. 

With a quiet step he walked the terrace of th^^Stfice 
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old palace, half-fortress, half-monasteTy, filled with 
churches and tombs, treasures and chambers, haunted 
by the remembrances of cruelfy and bitter passicms, all 
old, half-decayed, half-vividly splendid, dirty, holy, 
secret, and foul. 

Peter did not greatly care for this residence of his 
predecessors; he preferred the little cottage that he 
called Marli or any of the humble houses in the Dutch 
style that he had built since his return from Europe; 
the Kremlin oppressed him; there was something in 
the atmosphere that seemed to drag him back into the 
old ways of his ancestors here; his green uniform and 
bis foreign friends could not disguise from himself his 
Tartar origin, his Asiatic breeding, which everythir^ he 
touched reminded him of; neither did he love Moscow 
with that reverent love that he knew was in the heart 
of most Russians ; he dreamt of that other city that was 
to spring out of the mudbanks of the Neva and rival 
Fads and London. 

Pausing in his walk, he turned his soft and beautiful 
eyes over the prospect of the barbaric city which glit- 
tered in many brilliancies under the pale, greenish sky 
which was fading towards the evening hour; near by, 
beneath the battlements, was the river, full of reflected 
light, but void of color; beyond the plain was covered 
with crowded houses, a confusion of roofs of a dull 
brown hue above which rose the myriad cupolas and 
towers of the churches, shaped like strange fruits and 
decorated with fantastic designs in every color and 
shape, only alike in this, that each had die Christian 
cross surmounting the Tartar crescent, memorial of the 
time when the Asiatic hordes had possession of Russia 
and had changed the churches into mosques and of Ivan 
Vassilivitch who raised the symbol of Christ above that 
of the Infidel. 

These crosses were all fastened by golden chains to 
the cupolas, and many were hung with discs, orbs, and 
stars that swung and glittered wi3i every chai^ii^ wind 
or shifting sunbeam. p i , 
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Despite the splendor of the churches there was 
something dull, colorless, and melancholy about this 
prospect. 

The Kremlin (a city in itself) was also gloomy; when 
Peter turned from looking over the city he could see, 
across the sandy, weed-grown courtyard, the whole of 
the citadel; the golden domes rising above walls dis- 
f^red and neglected, the three old cathedrals where the 
Czars were crowned, married, and buried, the great 
tower built by Boris Godunof, and behind all the red 
structure of the palace and fortress. 

Peter was never pleased when his glance fell on these 
three churches that crowded round Us royal residence; 
they reminded him too forcibly of the position assumed 
by the Church. 

Peter meant to deprive the Patriarch of much of his 
power, and to vest in himself the religious as well 
as the temporal prerogatives of Aristocrat of All the 
Russias. 

He began pacing up and down the terrace again, and 
presently took from the skirt pocket of his uniform a 
little letter which he read while the evening breeze flut- 
tered it in his hand. 

It was an appeal from his sister, miserably confined 
in the convent of Novo-Devichi, for a slightly better 
treatment; she was very ill, she said, having grown too 
stout and being covered with ulcers, and she begged for 
a little air and exercise. 

Peter read the appeal with unmoved serenity; Sophia 
had inspired the late rebellion and could never be for- 
given. 

"A pity," thought Peter, "for she is clever and might 
have been useful to me." 

He considered that he had been extremely generous 
in allowing her her life; the heads of her supporters 
still rotted on the battlements of Moscow; his wife, 
Eudoxia, suspected of favoring the rebels, was en- 
closed in a convent with a shaven head that last day 
of September, in the Krasnoi Ploshtshad, Peter had 
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executed with his own hand several of the wretched 
rebels already broken by torture, and had himself 
shaved the beards the nobility wore as a sign of their 
adherence to ancient custom; on the first day alone of 
the executions, two hundred persons had been ferociously 
put to death in the presence of their frantic wives and 
children; in the seven days' vengeance more than a 
thousand had perished; the bleeding members of the 
rebellious Strelitz had been nailed to the bars of 
Sophia's prison; every square in Moscow, every comer 
of the battlements of the Kremlin, had been hung with 
corpses. 

And Sophia, who had been spared, ventured to com- 
plain of her prison I 

The only effect of her letter was to make her brother 
resolve that if she gave any trouble during his present 
absence she should be strangled in the jail she found so 
irksome. 

Tearing the paper into little pieces he cast it away, 
so that the fragmeiits floated down the terrace and 
lodged in the broken pavement and the weed-filled ter- 
races of the wall. 

The sunset glow, pale and dim, but faintly tinged 
with a warm light, was now full on his smooth and 
rounded face with the large soft eyes and the loose 
curls; he looked younger than his years, an ardent boy; 
his thoughts had turned to his new adventure, the com- 
ing experiment of war. 

He returned to his own chamber, not speaking to 
those whom he met on the way, walking sofdy through 
the gorgeous and dismal apartments of the Kremlin, 
with his hands locked behind the skirts of his coat and 
his head bent. 

His room had a gold-domed ceiling and walls of 
sparkling mosaic, a holy picture set with precious stones 
between two pillars of gilt vermilion and Eastern 
carpets of silk on the floor, but the furniture was that 
of a camp, and the iron bedstead was covered only by 
■the meanest blankets. 
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On a bright green cushion by the closed window sat 
Marpha, the Livonian peasant; she wore a plain white 
wool robe girdled with scarlet, and orange leather 
shoes; her head-dress had been removed and her bright 
opulent hair hung in heavy locks over her broad 
shoulders. 

On the floor in front of her stood the crowns of the 
Russias, and she was playing with these in turn, like 
a child fondling toys, while on her lap was a bag of 
sweetmeats from which she fed herself continually, eat- 
ing noisily and licking the sugar from her lips. 

When the Czar entered she had in her left hand the 
plain gold crown of the Crimea, and before her the mas- 
sive crowns of Astrakan, Kazan, Siberia, and Georgia, 
whfch pulsed with the light held and given forth by a 
thousand precious stones. 

Peter looked at her with the eyes of love. 

"Have you ever had such pretty playtWngs?" he 
asked. 

Marpha glanced at him without either greed or envy 
in her expression. 

"I would rather have an ivory comb," she said 
simply, and rose with the crowns in a half-circle at 
her feet 

"You shall have," answered Peter tenderly, "as many 
ivory combs as there are hairs in your head." 

He crossed over to her and embraced her, resting his 
head, with a little sigh, on her bosom ; she looked down 
at him calmly and with a certain indulgence. 

"Marpha," he asked, "will you come to the war with 
me?" 

"Still thinking of the war?" she replied gaily. "Have 
you had your supper? Will you cat here with me in- 
stead of with your boyars to-night? I have the kvas 
ready." 

Peter lifted his head and looked at her; the atmos- 
phere of the room was clc»e and foul, the air full of 
flies and mosquitoes; both the room and the woman 
were dir^; her gown was soiled, her face and haf^fls 
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sticky with perspiration and sugar; the taint of brandy 
was in her breath, and her expressionless beauty was 
clouded by her slovenliness. But the Czar saw none of 
these things; he felt as happy as he had ever felt in his 
life as he flung himself into one of the camp chairs, 
and she hastened to bring htm his drink; the native spirit 
and fine French wine in equal parts. 

He drank this, glass after glass, as the woman went 
into the inner room and prepared the rude supper, 
singing in a sweet voice and thinking of nothing much 
but the good, plentiful food and the foie, plentiful drink 
and the gay dresses and lazy days now within her reach. 

And Peter, as he became inflamed with the spirit, 
imagined himself crushing the Swedes as he had crushed 
the rebellious Strelitz, and he nodded at the pale-faced 
ikon between the scarlet [ftUars, promising it an egg- 
shaped emerald when he ^ould have taken Narva. 
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BOOK III 
JOHN RHEINHOLD PATKUL 

"His grief waa but his grandeur in diiguiae 
And discontent his immortality." 

CHAPTER I 

BY the first day of October, Peter, after ravaging 
Ingria, found himself before Narva, swiftly 
bearing the thunders of his vengeance against 
his Northern rival, who, despite the extreme severity 
of the climate (it was already midwinter in this bitter 
latitude), was steadily advancing to meet the last and 
most powerful of his enemies. 

Peter was on fire to prove to the people, who were 
half imwillingly accepting his gigantic efforts to lift 
Russia into the position of a great power, that his new 
methods of warfare were capable of rendering null the 
treaties of Stolboro and Plivia, and Karl was equally 
resolute to prove that he was invincible in defense of 
what he had every right to consider his own territory. 

John Rheinhold Patkid, the Livonian noble who had 
been largely instrumental in forming the threefold 
secret treaty against Sweden, who had been first in the 
service of the Elector of Saxony and afterwards Peter's 
envoy at Dresden, was now with the Muscovite army, 
and the report of his presence there further inflamed 
the cold anger of the King of Sweden, who, crossii^ 
the sea with a fine fleet of transport, was marching to- 
wards Narva six weeks after Peter had commenced the 
acge, regardless alike of the increasing rigors of the 
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winter and the disparity of numbers between his own 
army and that of the Czar. 

He had reason for his confidence, for it was in num- 
bers only that Peter had the advantage. 

A skilled general with a disciplined army would 
have been able to reduce the little town of Narva into 
ashes in a few days, perhaps hours ; Peter had sat down 
before it six weeks in vain, while the Baron de Horn, 
in command of the beleaguered garrison, was able, with 
his few pieces of cannon, to again and again level the 
trenches, redoubts, and fortifications that Peter had con- 
structed round his camp, in accordance with what he 
had learnt in his travels. 

These rude attempts at the science of war were com- 
plete failures; 150 cannon could scarcely be fired and 
could never hit their objective; nearly 65,000 men re- 
mained helpless before a garrison of lOOO, in a small 
ill-protected town. 

Peter, in no way sparing himself (he still held the 
rank of lieutenant in his own army), spent his days 
going from one part of his camp to another, instruct- 
ing, working, exhorting, threatening, enduring all the 
hardships of the terrible weather and the inadequate 
supplies of the badly provisioned army. 

The Duke of Croy was in command; an able soldier, 
trained in the traditions of European warfare, he yet 
was incapable of controlling an army consisting largely 
of a horde of peasants, dressed in skins, armed with 
scythes, pruning knives, and officered by a haughty 
and ignorant nobility, who knew neither how to enforce 
obedience nor how to submit to discipline. 

There was not one good gunner in the whole army 
and no one who had seen a siege before ; the only pass- 
able troops were the Strelitz, decimated by Peter's late 
ver^eance on their reactionary spirit and only accus- 
tomed to Eastern and Asiatic methods of warfare. 

Day after day Peter, dressed in the old green uni- 
form, with a worn fur cap and mantle, smoking a Dutch 
clay iMpe, watched, with a dogged patience, the erec- 
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tions of fortifications that Horn's artillery always ac- 
curately demolished ; his broodii^ gaze traveled over his 
soldiers, courageous, robust, and willing, but completely 
ignorant and uncontrollable, and he thot^ht of what he 
had yet to do for Russia. 

Easier to build his city on the marshes of the Neva 
than to frame out of these an army that would defeat 
Karl of Sweden 1 Me became melancholy and fierce; 
ndther Mentchikoff nor Patkul nor Croy could divert 
lus gloomy musings; the only creature who had any 
power to soothe bim was Marpha, the Livonian peasant, 
whom he had brot:^ht with him and who bloomed 
like a winter rose amid the roug^ life of the camp; 
she enjoyed her surroundings, could give or take a 
rude jest with the least of the soldiery, wait on the Czar 
like a foot-boy, yet be a wild Aspasia to this strange 
Pericles. 

The King of Sweden, with about 8000 men, of which 
the half were cavalry, landed at Pernau in the gulf of 
Riga; with all the luirse and about half of the foot he 
advanced at once on Revel, without waiting for the rest 
of his troops. 

Peter meanwhile had left the army before Karva in 
charge of the Duke of Croy, and had himself hastened 
to Pskov to bring up a new body of 30,000 troops; 
his design being to enclose Karl between two armies; 
he had already throvra across the road from Revel to 
Narva 55,000 men, including his best troops, the Strelitz, 
5000 of which formed an advance guard, who soon 
found thenisdves facing the first regiments of the King 
of Sweden's army. 

The Strelitz were so well posted among the rocks 
that a far fewer number than they possessed could 
have easily hindered the approach of a much larger 
army than that possessed by Karl, but the Russians, 
not knowing what they had to face and believing the 
Swedes innumerable as well as excellent, fled with little 
resistance. This panic communicated itself to their com- 
patriots behind them, and in two days the Swedes had 
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swept before them 25,000 men, taken all the Russian 
outposts, and appeared before the Czar's entrenchments 
before Narva. 

It was a black morning of dreadful cold, the last day 
of November, vtrhen Karl found himself before the army 
of Peter. 

A gray sky hung heavily over the desolate land- 
scape and seemed to press heavily on the bare trees; 
the Swedes were fatigued with the march from Pemau 
and the encounters with the Russians on the road ; Karl 
called a halt. 

A young Scotchman in his army, who had several 
times proved himself useful in delicate work of 
espionage, had managed to get ahead of the army and 
penetrate the Russian lines; the news he brought was 
considered interesting enough to cause him to be taken 
before the King. 

He had never seen Karl XII face to face, and it was 
with considerable curiosi^ that he followed the staS 
officer who took him into the royal presence. 

The army was taking a few hours' repose, but no tents 
had been set up, and the Scotchman found Karl seated 
on the great roots of a huge pine tree, with him Count 
Piper and several generals. 

He was already completely inured to hardships for 
vridch his childish training had well fitted him, and suf- 
fered from the severities of warfare perhaps less than 
any of his soldiers. 

He was now only a few months past his eighteenth 
birthday, but in every respect had reached his full de- 
velopment; his great height and powerful f^re made 
him conspicuous even among an army of robust and 
vigorous men ; he had the grace of the athlete and the 
dignity of a king in his carriage, yet there was an awk- 
wardness, a sti^ness in his manners that might have 
been hau^tiness or indifference or even shyness; his 
expression was cold and unchanging, his speech abrupt 
and plain; he gave no impression of youth save in the 
softness of his traits and the slackness of bis figure. 
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He wore a blue uniform, tight waisted and with a 
full skirt, closely fastened with buttons of ^It leather 
up to the throat and showing no shirt, but only the 
plain band of the black satin cravat; an ordinary 
leather belt and strap supported his sword, and long 
gauntlet gloves reached to his elbow, his soft knee 
boots and his breeches were alike of leather; he wore 
a three-cornered black hat set well on bis head, and 
his fair hair arranged in curls like a peruke on his 
shoulders. 

He had a mantle of blue cloth, lined with fur, but 
this, despite the freezing cold, was cast on the ground 
beside him; his face, yet beardless and showing, not- 
withstanding the exposure to intemperate weather, 
still die bloom of extreme youth, had hardened in out- 
line since he had begun the life of a soldier; the fea- 
tures were firm as a mask of stone, fresh with tiie 
warm tints of health, generous and full in line and 
curve; neither enthusiasm nor humor, nor pride, nor 
tenderness showed in his expression; his blue eyes 
looked out with a cold, level, and serene glance; he 
had the air of one dwelling in a world of his own with 
little care for others. 

The Scotchman thought htm remarkable but neither 
agreeable nor attractive; the King had a personality 
too aloof from warm and human weaknesses to com- 
mand sympathy from ordinary men; he had many 
servants but few friends, much admiration, but little 
love. 

"Tell me," he said at once, as the young man 
was presented to him, "did you see the Czar of Mus- 
covy?" 

'Die Scotchman saw that the King attached much im- 
portance to this question, and was chagrined that he 
could not answer in the affirmative. 

"Sire, the Czar has left his army to hasten up the 
reserves." 

"I should like to have met him in the battle," 
said Karl, but without a trace of annoyance. "The 
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reserves could have come up without him. I think he 
did ill to leave his post now." 

"It looks," said one of the generals who stood 
beside the King, "as if he was afraid of your 
Majesty." 

"That is impossible," replied Karl qmetly, "for I take 
him to be a great man." 

"But it is true, sire," put in the Scot, "that the Mus- 
covites have a great terror of your Majesty; I was 
in their camp last night and heard them speak of you 
and your exploits as they might have spoken of super- 
natural things." 

"It needs but a poor prowess to achieve a reputa- 
tion in the eyes of savages," replied the King, still 
cold and unmoved. "These Russians are both igno- 
rant and wild. How came you, sir, to escape detec- 
tion?" 

"I speak the German very well, sire, and passed for 
the servant of a German officer, of whom they have 
several, and their camp is in such a confusion one 
might almost come and go as one pleases." 

"They know nothing of war," observed Karl, "but 
the Czar will teach them." 

"He seems much loved — though imjustly cruel and 
unwisely generous. I saw his friend, Mentchikoff, and 
the Livonian woman who they say has a great inHuence 
over him," 

Karl smiled, as if he was glad to hear of this weak- 
ness in his rival; there was not a woman in the whole 
of the Swedish army; the Scot remarked how dis- 
agreeable his smile was; it seemed to disfigure his noble 
face. 

"Saw you this woman?" he asked. 

"Yes, sire, at the door of Peter's empty tent, mak- 
ing kvas, as they call the stuff they drink. She had 
a fur coat of uncouth cut and was all smeared with 
meal and honey, but in her way she is as beautiful as 
Aurora von Konigsmarck." 

The King abruptly changed the subject as if he 
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regretted having shown even so much interest in Hit 
affairs of his enemy. 

"You learnt nothing of importance?" he asked with 
gre&t indifference; he had oi^y spoken to the spy be- 
cause he wished to know if Peter was with his army; 
as to his own actions, he had decided what they were 
to bt ever since he had landed at Pemau. 

The Scotchman proceeded to tell bim of what he had 
learnt of the enemy, their number, disposition, and prob- 
able plans. 

Karl listened with patience, but with so cold a mien 
that the young man faltered in his speech; the King's 
face, blank as it was of all but courageous steadfast- 
ness, overawed him and made him uneasy; he felt that 
he spoke to one utterly beyond his knowledge or liking; 
he was glad when he was dismissed. 

As he went Karl rose from the tree roots, over- 
toppii^, by nearly half a head, his tallest officer; the 
air was still and freezing, and a few flakes of ghastly 
white snow began to flutter from the bitter sky. 

"We should be able to attack at midday," said the 
King; it was then about ten o'clock. 

"Your Majesty has considered the peril?" asked Gen- 
eral Rehnskold. "By all accounts we must be outnum- 
bered by a hundred to one, and they are entrenched and 
fortified." 

Karl stooped and took up his mantle, shaking from 
it the first flakes of snow that were large and hard. 

"Do you doubt, he answered, "that I, with 
8000 Swedes, can pass over the bodies of 80,000 
Muscovites?" 

He swimg the mantle round his great shoulders and 
then added instantly, fearful that he had seemed to 
boast, a thing his pride loathed: "Are you not really 
of my opinion, Rehnskold ? I have two great advantages 
— he cannot use his cavalry, and as the grotmd is en- 
closed his great numbers will be but an encumbrance. 
It is I who am really stronger than he, and have all 
the advantages." ,,, Google 
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General Rehnskold bowed his head in assent; there 
was not one of the staff officers behind him who did 
not consider the young King's action rash to mad- 
ness. 

Karl saw this; for their opinion he cared nothing; 
but he greatly disHked to be suspected of bravado; his 
was not the unconscious modesty of a man who kilows 
not he is great nor that his actions are remarltable, 
but the conscious austerity of one who is aware he is 
extraordinary and wishes to be acclaimed, but not by 
hb own tongue. 

"If I defeat the Czar here, Cracow and Varsovia are 
open to me," he said, turning his blue eyes on the quiet 
faces of his officers. 

Again General Rehnskold bowed. 

"I am entirely of your Majesty's opinion." 

"At least you submit very gracefully. General," replied 
Karl, with his ugly smile. 

He turned away and Count Piper f oUowed him. 

"He will be as hard and obstinate as his father," re- 
marked an officer, shivering under his fur, for the cold 
was of Polar intensity. 

"Eight thousand men against eighty thousand!" ex- 
claimed another. "He thinks to rival Leonidas or one 
of his saga heroes." 

"Gentlemen," said Rdinskold, "I think he will do 
it" 

The King and Count Piper mounted and cantered 
along the Unes of the resting army; Karl had taken no 
deliberations and held no councils. He considered that 
there was nothing to do but to give the order to attack; 
after a brief survey of his men he would be back with 
bis staff under the great pine. 

Count Piper, who was not a soldier but a true 
patriot, glanced several times at what the black hat and 
full fair curls allowed him to see of the King's face. 

He had been very eager to urge him into a defensive 
war, but he had never dreamed of these reckless pro- 
jects, this complete absorption in war for war's sake; 
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he secretly suspected that all the cold but deep passion 
of the King's nature was concentrated, not on the 
desirt to better Sweden, but on the design of making 
for kimself the reputation of an invincible captain; 
the njain object of the war was achieved in the restora- 
tion of the Duke of HoIsteJn-Gottorp to his dominions! 
but Karl had never said a word of returning to 
Stocldiolm, even for a visit, and the last advices from 
the Council of Regency in the capital he had thrust in 
his pocket without reading, and he had embarked on 
this desperate winter campaign, with no purpose that 
Count Piper could see but that of making tiie world 
stare. 

"As long as these mad exploits are successful " 

thought the statesman, "but his first failure will cost 
us aS Gustavas Vasa gained I" He could not resist 
the endeavor to rouse Karl from his passive hard- 
ness. 

"When your Majesty has beaten the Czar of Mus- 
covy, will you be content?" 

"There is still Augustus," replied the King; he 
glanced up at the snow-fiUed air. "Look, the storm 
is blowing towards the enemy, we shall have it at our 
backs, they in their eyes — did I not say I was for- 
tunate?" 

Count Piper shivered; the weather was black and 
bitter enough to freeze a man's soul; he wished Karl's 
ardor for glory had stopped short of battle in mid- 
winter at a latitude of 30 degrees Polar, with odds of 
a hundred to one. 

"You are cold?" asked Karl. "I like the snow. I 
wish Peter was with his men. Surely he will return 
from Pskov." 

His blue eyes cast a bright glance over the precise 
ranks of his perfectly disciplined soldiers; men who 
had prayers twice a day and lived like athletes in 
training. . 

"I had an Item of news from Stockholm when last 
I heard," said the Count, as they turned their horses' 
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heads. "Viktotia Falkenberg is dead. It seons that 
she had long concealed a fatd complaint." 

The King's expressionless face did not alter; he was 
skilfully guiding bis horse over the rough ground, 
already white with snow. 

"The signal for the charge," he remarked, "will be 
two shots — the passwords — 'God with us.' " 

A darkness enclosed the world with the soft descent 
of the snow ; the flakes hung in the folds of the King's 
mantle and in his curls; his hat was covered; the 
ground was frozen, the tops of the gaunt pines hidden 
in the whirling storm; the rigid ranks of Sweden 
showed a darkness amid the dark; facing them were 
the black gaping cannon of the vast army of the Czar; 
even beneath their fur caftans the Russians were numb; 
Marpha, wrapped in skins and wools, stared at a picture 
of St. Nicholas Mentchiko£F had thrust into her hands, 
but she was not praying but thinking of the absent 
Czar; she wished he was back in the dirty tent where 
die could minister to him and prepare him for the fight 

"I wonder if he is afraid of that boy?" she thought, 
then suddenly crouched low as the sound of the Swedish 
cannon scattered the storm ; Karl and his eight thousand 
were hurling themselves on the ranks of Muscovy; 
Marpha crept to the tent door and looked out, but the 
snow swirled in and blinded her; again the cannon and 
distant shouts; she sat huddled and silent, hating her 
lover for not being there. 
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CHAPTER II 

F you do not believe that I shall redeem Nanra 
you are a fool," said Peter rudely. "The Swedes 
themselves will teach us how to defeat their 
own armies." 

It was three months after his bitter failure when the 
King of Sweden had scattered his immense forces in a 
few hours, and he himself, coming with the reinforce- 
ments from Pskov, had withdrawn from the path of a 
conqueror with troops so greatly inferior to his own; 
Karl was spending the winter encamped near Narva 
and Peter had come to Birsen, a little town in Lithuania, 
to meet informally (indeed it might be said that the 
Czar never did anything formally) his ally, Augustus, 
Elector of Saxony and King of Poland, on whose 
trained troops Peter still relied, though Augustus had 
shown to but little advantage in the war, and had done 
nothing since he had gracefully submitted to necessity 
in raising the siege of Riga. 

It was to Augustus whom Peter spoke now; the 
King Elector's heart was hardly in the war that for 
him had been mainly an excuse to keep a standing army 
with which to overawe Poland, and that he had never 
intended to go to these extreme, expensive lengths, 
and he had several times referred, with that calm 
elegance that irritated Peter, to the disastrous day of 
Narva, so fatal to the Russian arms that the terrified 
inhabitants of Moscow, on hearing of the news, had 
not hesitated to attribute it to magic on the part of the 
Swedes. And Peter had suddenly broken out into 
violence. 

"Perhaps you are a fool," he added loudly. 

Augustus flushed, but smiled and sli^tly raised his 
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eyebrows, glancing at the third occupant of the chamber 
which was the best parlor of the best house in Birsen. 
This gentleman was John Rheinhold Patkul, the prime 
author of the league against Sweden, at first in the em- 
ployment of Saxony, now in the service of Peter whcnn 
he continued to represent at Dresden. 

He looked at the Czar now with a glance of affecticm 
and spoke quietly. 

"I am sure that your Majesty will completely revenge 
Narva." 

"Thank you. General Patkul," said Peter sullenly, 
"but w^tever you or any other man believe, I am sure 
I shall humble that hau^^ boy." 

He put his elbows on the comer of the black oak 
table near which he sat and supported bis face in his 
brown hands. 

The persons of these three men were in great con- 
trast, and it was plain that some extraordinary event 
outside their own volition or inclination had brought 
them together. Peter wore his shabby green uniform, 
cracked and old top-boots, a sword and belt like those 
of a common soldier, his own tumbled short and dusky 
curls, only his linen was fine and clean where it showed 
above the high buttoned coat; for the rest he might 
have been a trooper, disordered after a day's march. 

At^stus, who sat in a great chair with arms near 
the log fire, was a man of a physical strength famous 
throt^hout Europe; he was as tall as the Czar and far 
more powerfully made, the splendid Karl would have 
appeared a stripling beside him for he was now in the 
prime of his manhood; a magnificent prince tike the 
hero of a fairy-tale to the eye, for he was extremely 
good-looking in a pleasing, conventional fashion, gra- 
cious, easy in manner, full of fire and chivalry, and 
elegant as any courtier of Louis XIV; his court was 
considered next to that of Versailles for brilliancy, ex- 
travagance, and elegance, and he had made Dresden 
nearly as fashionable as Paris. 

He also wore riding costume, but in complete con- 
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trast to the habiliments of the Czar; a mantle of daric 
blue silk, lined with black fur, was flung back on his 
shoulders and fastened across the breast with gold 
clasps ; his coat was of fine deep crimson doth gallooned 
with silver; his rich laces, fastened with a black bow 
at the throat, fell over a white satin waistcoat heavily 
embroidered in colored silks; his close knee-boots were 
of the softest leather, his spurs gilt, hjs sword and 
baldrick very handsome and tasseled ; his kindly, charm- 
ing face was framed in the rich curls of a long peruke, 
and on the chair beside him were his huge gauntlet 
gloves, his black hat with long white plumes and his 
gold-headed riding-crop. 

He looked both disinterested and slightly ill at ease, 
though his air was one of perfect courtesy, and he 
seemed to pay more attention to the Livonian nobleman 
than to the Muscovite Czar — finding the former more 
to his ideas of civilization. 

This man, who had already played such a consid- 
erable but more or less secret part in the politics of 
Northern Europe, and who now defied Karl XII with 
his sword as he had defied Karl XI with his eloquence, 
was still young, but of an appearance ordinary compared 
to that of the two princes. 

He was fair, of medium height, with blunt features 
and earnest gray eyes, an expression enthusiastic and 
serious; he wore die imiform of a Saxon General, 
and his peruke was tied with a black ribbon; his per- 
sonality was sincere and attractive, and to any who 
knew his history there was round him the fascination 
of lost causes and forlorn hopes, the romance of the 
fanatic and the patriot, for Patkul had only lived with 
the one object of rescuing his country from the tyranny 
of Sweden. 

He had been elected as spc^esman to put the wrongs 
of Livonia before Karl XI; that stem monarch had 
received him graciously. 

"You have spoken for your country like a brave 
Oian, and I respect you for it," he had said, but the 
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next day Patktil had been arrested on a charge of 
treason; he had broken prison and escaped abroad, and 
from then had been the steady enemy of Karl XI and 
his son. 

To Augustus he had been of infinite value, and he 
had only left the court of Dresden because his single- 
mindedness, his haughty spirit, and ardent purpose 
had accorded ill with ^e frivolous atmosphere, bed- 
chamber plots, and petty intrigues of the Elector's 
court; in Peter he had found a more congenial master, 
but a sentimental tie still bound him to Dresden; he 
was betrothed to a good and beautiful Saxon lady, 
Mdle. D'Einsiedet. 

The sincerity and simplicity of this love affair was 
in contrast to the fashion of the moment; Augustus 
was slightly qmical and Peter did not understand, 
imt Patkul was not gready concerned in these princes' 
opinion of his private concern; they were to him but 
instruments to free Livonia and humble Sweden, though 
for Peter Alexis he felt a certain affection, for the Czar 
was also struggling with a gigantic, perhaps hopeless, 
task. 

Augustus glanced with some disgust at the somber 
figure of Peter; the moods and melancholies of the 
wild, diseased Muscovite were very repellent to the 
healthy, ease-loving Saxon; secretly he cursed the 
alliance with Russia (though he was too good-natured 
to blame its author, Patkul), and wished that he had 
found some less dangerous excuse for keeping his 
standing army. 

However, he had to force on his reluctant and some- 
what lazy mind that he was in a perilous position; Karl 
had defeated Denmark (who no longer counted as a 
member of the league) and defeated Russia, and there 
could be little doubt that the stem and haughty young 
conqueror would now turn his arms against Poland ; the 
King-Elector saw no ally and no chance of support 
save in the Czar. 

The treaty of Altona kept Ei^^d and Holland 
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tacitly at least oa the side of Sweden, and Augustus 
had never been looked upon well by France, whose 
princes he had defeated in ^e candidature for the Polish 
throne. 

His defensive measures must be taken in concert with 
Peter; a defeated man, certainly, but one of immense 
resources and genius. 

"While we talk, Sweden will act," he said, with a 
slightly quizzical smile, his good humor after all carry- 
ing the day in the struggle with his irritation against 
the mood of the incomprehensible Peter; he rose, very 
gorgeous and making the room look mean. "Let us 
have our dinner," he added, "and then come to some 
serious conversation." 

"Which has been too long delayed, sire," remarked 
General Patkul quietly; already tiie meeting between 
kings and ministers was several days old, and nothing 
had taken place but mutual compliments and mutu^ 
entertainments in which all had joined from Peter and 
Augustus to the meanest secretary in their train; Patkut, 
the only man who had kept quite aloof, was prob^ly 
the only man in Birsen now completely sober; it was 
the reaction from debauch that had plunged Peter into 
melancholy, and Augustus was heavy-beaded and heavy- 
eyed. 

"Too long delayed," he agreed smoothly. "Karl will 
not spend much longer before Narva — why, having 
achieved his end, he cannot go home " 

Peter looked up. 

"Achieved his end?" he questioned. 

"Has he not got back Holstein-Gottorp and checked 
the invasion into his Baltic provinces?" 

"And you think that was his end 1" exclaimed the Czar 
contemptuously. "No, he wishes to dethrone you and 
me." 

Augustus laughed at this abrupt statement 

"A second Alexander? Not in these times, are," 
he replied. "Not even a vain boy would dream of 
world conquest now — especially after the lessons of 
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Ryswick; what Louis could not accomplish Karl will 
hardly attempt" 

"I think that he will," said Peter, measuring the 
Swede's spirit by his owa 

He was seconded by the Livonian. 

"I think that you are right, sire; there is no end to 
what Karl will attempt — perhaps no end to what he 
will achieve. I think his Saxon Majesty can hardly 
conceive the type, hard, cold, justly cruel and justly 
generous — a man without mercy for himself or others, 
austere, awkward, without grace or charm, yet under- 
neath half-mad with pride, with obstinacy, with the old 
Viking blood lust, the old Berserker fury against those 
who oppose him." 

Patkul spoke with a feeling tfiat pleased Peter, al- 
ways intensely interested in anything to do with his 
rival. 

"He is reputed virtuous," swd the Czar. 

"Virtuous I" exclaimed Patkul, with a flush in his 
blond face. "Yes — he has prayers twice a day in his 
camp, and his soldiers do not take a slice of bread that 
they do not pay for ; he hves the life of a Spartan and 
a monk, for it is his vanity to be considered above the 
weaknesses of mankind, but he would see Sweden go 
to perdition sooner than forgo one of his mad schemes 
or sacrifice one leaf from the laurels of his barren 
victories !" 

"You speak from your knowledge of his father," said 
Augustus. 

"From my knowledge of the race, sir. Karl XI 
thought something of tiie good of his people, and em- 
barked on no useless conquests, but the type was the 
same — a man of granite. He killed his Queen with 
his hardness. I think tliat he never said a kind word, 
all his days, to anyone." 

"And no woman was ever found to soften him?" 
asked Augustus, who was trained in the traditions of 
Versailles. 

"Never. They say that this man is the same," re- 
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pKed PatkuL "He prefers to govern his pasaons rather 
tiian to risk female domination and has resolved never 
to look on a fair face." 

"I will send him Marpha," said Peter gravely. "She 
would twine round the heart of a satnt." 

At the thought of such an ambassadress being sent 
to bewitch the haughty young conqueror with her crude 
charms, and the spectacle of the Czar's entire belief 
in the illiterate camp follower with her rude speech and 
neglected person who so offended the fastidious taste 
of the Saxon, Augustus could not repress a smile of 
contempt 

Peter perceived it and rose; little flames of wrath 
sparkled in his full brown eyes. 

"Well, send him Aurora VMi Konigsmarck," he cried 
violently. 

Augustus was utterly taken aback; he had never so 
been spoken to nor surrounded by other than refine- 
ment and elegance; to even hear the name of Aurora 
on the lips of Peter was a profanation, but to Usten 
to her, one of the admired women of Europe, the 
Montespan of his Versailles, coupled, in this odious 
ccnmection, with the Livonian peasant, raised by the 
mad caprice of Peter, made him put his hand to his 

"Well," s^d the Czar, with dangerous softness, "why 
not your woman as well as mine?" 

Patkul intervened. 

"Leave the names of women, sire," he said quickly 
and with some authority, "The King of Sweden is not, 
m any case, to be outwitted that way." 

Augustus recovered his composure by reminding 
lumself that he had to deal with a man almost wholly 
a savage. 

"At least you will leave the name of the Cotmtess 
von Konigsmarck, sir," he said coldly. 

Peter laughed with rude contempt; he had no re- 
spect for any woman, and the brilliant Aurora who 
rated the superb court of Dresden was no better in 
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his mind than Mandia, who stirred the kvas and drank 
brandy in his dirty hut or tent. 

Augustus did not like this laugh and spoke again, to 
avoid a quarrel, 

"Surely it is time we joined Mentchikoff for dinner," 
and he glanced patiently at the cold winter day beyond 
the window. 

"You are very fond of your dinner," said Peter, who 
turned from the French cookit^ provided by Augustus 
to devour half-cooked greasy meat and parboiled vege- 
tables soaked in vinegar. 

The King-Elector, perfectly master of himself, turned 
easily to Patkul. 

"General," he said, "escort His Majesty to the dining- 
hall." 

And with that he left the room, gathering up grace- 
fully bis hat, ^oves, and whip. 

"He is a silly fribble and a besotted rake," said Peter 
angrily, as the door closed. 

"He has a fine army, sire." replied Patkul quietly; 
he was used to managing both these men, so utterly 
different and both so necessary to his great schemes. 

"Yes," admitted the Czar sullenly, with envy in his 
eyes. 

"The sort of army that is needful to defeat Sweden 
— come here, sire," he beckoned Peter to the window 
and pointed out, in the courtyard of the modest house, 
the Saxon guard who had been appointed to attend 
on Peter during his residence at Birsen. "Are they not 
splendid fellows? And those passing, of the Branden- 
bourg regiment — and Augustus has thousands of such 
men." 

Peter's hazard eyes lit with professional enthusiasm. 

"I will have men like that, Patkul," 

"Meanwhile it is useful to tolerate the Elector, sire." 

"And choke myself with his French sauces, and 
grimace with him over his compliments," 

"Well," said Patkul gravely, "I think your Majesties 
have some tastes in common; you have been drunk 
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together for three days on end, and that should have 
promoted some fellow-feeling." 

The Czar gave no answer and Prince MentchikoS 
entered the room; he was dressed magnificently, and in 
tolerable imitation of the Saxon nobility; the peasant 
had acquired Western pohsh more easily than the Czar, 

Peter greeted him affectionately, taking his face be- 
tween his hands and kissing him; it was the first time 
he had seen him that day for Mentchiko£E had been 
sleeping off the effects of last night's orgy, 

Patkul left the two Russians together, and hastened 
after Augustus who was already seated at table with 
several of his ministers and ofScers. 

"You wish yourself back at Dresden, no?" he greeted 
the Livonian pleasantly. 

"Sire," replied Patkul, "I should not care to be 
back at Dresden thinking that this meeting had been 
fruitless." 

"You are right," said Augustus, gravely, "and the 
sooner we finish this treaty tiie sooner we can return," 
and his eyes shone, as he thought of his Aurora. - 

Patkul completed the treaty that day; the Czar was 
to send into Poland 50,000 men to learn to become 
soldiers, and, in the space of two years, to pay to the 
Czar 3,000,000 rix-dollars; Augustus was to levy from 
neighboring princes 50,000 trained German troops to 
send into Russia; this treaty, that seemed to lay the 
foundation for the greatness of the Czar and the ruin 
of Sweden, once completed, Patkul would have made 
instant preparations to put it into force; but Augustus, 
despite the attractions of his gorgeous darling and bis 
fears for the safety of his kingdom, joined Peter in a 
week-long debauch. 

Meanwhile Sweden, breaking camp at Narva, 
marched cm Riga, and Patkul, unable to endure the 
idle orgies, obtained permission to join the Saxon 
troops under Courlande and Steinau, who were de- 
fending the passage of the Dwina against the am- 
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CHAPTER ni 

**TT THEN things go smoothly it is well to be a 

Wf woman, when they go ill I would give 
' " my soul to be a man," said Aurora von 
Konigsmarck. 

She was in her beautiful chamber in the Palace at 
Dresden, seated on a low couch piled with cushions of 
shimmering brocade, holding in her long fair hand a 
letter from the Elector. 

"I think," replied her companion, "you would not, 
under any inducement, be other than what you are." 

Aurora looked up sharply. 

"Would you?" she demanded. 

The court favorite smiled as she spoke and flung 
herself farther back into the soft cushions, crushing the 
stiff violet ribbons and frills of silver lace on her mag- 
nificent gown. 

"No," said the other lady; she was fair and pale, 
and seated on a stool of red lacquer was helping a tiny 
negro page to feed with sugar a parrot that swung in 
an ebony ring. 

"Why?" asked Aurora. 

"Because I am betrothed to General Patkul," replied 
the lady, without looking round. 

"Romantic love — in this age \" smiled the Countess. 

Mdle. D'Einsiedel daintily placed the morsel of sugar 
in the bird's huge polished beak ; he as daintily accepted 
it, and twisted round in his ring sweeping his long green 
tail feathers into the face of the page. 

"Tell me about it," coaxed Aurora, leaning forward 
so that her beautiful head peered over the gilt edge of 
the settee. "Tell me what it is like to be in love — in 
love I— in that way?" 
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"1 am sorry for you that you do not know, G>untess," 
BBiiled Helene D'Einsiedel, still amusing herself with the 
bird and not looking round. 

Aurora von Konigsinarck studied her with a curiosity 
that was not entirely without malice and envy. 

The young girl (she was hardly more than seventeen) 
made a beautiful picture in her full rose-colored dress, 
seated on rose-colored cushions, with rainbow-hued silk 
ribbons at her slender waist, and in her loosely dressed 
pale hair, silk flowers; forget-me-nots and roses were 
amid the fine laces on her open bosom, pearls in her 
ears and round her throat; her delicate features shone 
fair with youth and health, grace and breed; she was 
wealthy, noble, nurtured in a corrupt and brilliant court, 
and she had consented to bestow her hand on a man 
who was no more than a political adventurer; native of 
a country supposed half-savage and with no particular 
attractions of person or manner, John Rheinhold Patkul 
bad never been popular with the courtiers of Augustus, 
but be had inspired this girl with an intense devotion 
that no- opposition could shake. 

She continued with undisturbed grace to feed the par- 
rot; behind her was a tapestry of a woodland scene, 
gray-green in color, which formed the background to 
her pale beauty which was in piquant contrast to the 
negro with bis scarlet suit and sky-blue turban and the 
harsh colors of the bird. 

"Well, child," said Aurora at length, '^f you will not 

talk 1 You will marry your Livonian, and go to 

live in his wild country and forget about me." 

The girl looked at the sugar lying in her pink palm; 
Aurora had always been her friend, to some extent ho* 
patroness, but she did not care to tdk to her of General 
Patkul. 

"Obstinate!" continued the Countess. "You will not 
even distract me from my bad news. Augustus is sick. 
'/ind the fight by Riga goes ill for us." 

"Ahl" Mdle. D'Einsiedel .turned her brown eyci 
■«"'• _ , Cockle 
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"I thought I should move you," remarked Aurora 
nudiciously. "Have you not heard, then, from your 
idol?" 

Patkul, witfi Courlande and Steinau, was disputing 
the sandy reaches of the DwLna against the advancing 
troops of Karl XII; it was the first shock of the open- 
ing of the young conqueror's second campaign. 

"I have not heard for several days," replied the girl 
in a low voice, "but why should I grieve or trouble? 
The cause is a sacred one, and I feel sure that God 
will protect it" 

Aurora smiled at these trite words which betrayed 
the touching confidence of youth in the continuance of 
happiness; she saw that the girl was so wrapt in the 
splendor of a first and noble passion that she could not 
think of misfortune as a possible thing. The Countess 
sighed and pulled at her waist ribbons with restless 
fingers; all romance had long left her life; her outlook 
was that of the brilliant adventuress concerned only to 
keep the splendid position she had attained by talent and 
beauty. 

By now she had forgotten if she ever had loved 
Augustus, the handsome, generous, good-humored 
Prince whose favor had made her great; he was 
simply her world, the thing by which she must stand 
or fall; his ruin would be her ruin, utterly; she was 
grateful enough and loyal enough to scorn the thought 
of leaving him if he was defeated and brought to ^s- 
aster, but she could not view with calm the prospect 
of losing her position as mistress of the second most 
brilliant court in Europe, and all the pleasures and 
honors she now enjoyed as a famous beauty and a 
clever and powerful woman. She was of a noble 
Swedish family with a wild and tragic history; the 
names of her two brothers had long held a horrid 
renown; Philip von Konigsmarck had been the lover 
of Dorothea of Zell, the Elector of Hanover's wife, and, 
betrayed by a woman's jealousy, had been cau^t and 
horribly murdered as he left die Electress; the other 
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brother had been concerned in the brutal assassination 
of a wealthy Englishman whose wife the young ad- 
venturer hoped to marty; his accomplices were taken 
and hanged and he had fled, to perish miserably and 
obscurely in battle. 

These tragedies had not been without their effect on 
Aurora; she found the echo of them in her own wild 
heart; she had wept with passionate indignation for 
Philip and scorned the other for a fool. 

As for herself she meant to be neither the victim of 
passion nor of folly, but in every way to avoid disaster; 
her impetuous spirit was governed by a cool brain; she 
was intelligent in large matters, clever in small ones, 
intensely conscious of being an extraordinary woman, 
not vain of her beauty nor her wit nor her charm, but 
aware of the value of these things, how men could be 
led by them, and the power they might purchase. 

She had no evil qualities; her most sincere emotion 
was her passionate love for her beautiftil little son, 
Maurice; perhaps a sense of stifled discontent lay deep 
hidden in her heart, mingled with the adventurer's 
secret longing for haven and security; this she never 
admitted even to herself, but sometimes it colored her 
behavior, as now when she was inclined to be spiteful 
with the young and rather silly girl absorbed in the 
magic of a great love. 

"She really would leave everything for him," thought 
the Countess; she wondered what it must be to feel 
like that; the creature was so shy and reserved about 
it too. 

Aurora had herself, purely as a matter of course, 
tried to bring Patkul to her feet when he had first 
come to the Dresden Court; neither her fidelity to 
Augustus nor the native coldness of her disposition pre- 
vented her from endeavoring to subjugate every notable 
man who crossed her path ; that the Livonian had been 
ice to her and flame to Helene D'Einsiedel did not add 
to the good-humor with which she viewed this romantic, 
old-fa^ioned love affair. ,^ , 
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Vanity apart, her good sense condemned the type 
of man who could prefer a stupid girl, endowed only 
with the passing prettiness of youth, to a woman like 
herself. 

She was extremely lovely, vivid in coloring for the 
North, bright brown eyes, soft brown hair, graceful from 
crown to heel, every movement charming, every look 
and gesture radiant with beauty. 

"Why are you angry with me. Countess?" asked the 
fl^rl suddenly, tossing down the sugar on to the rose- 
colored cushions. 

"How did you know I was angry?" 

"Oh, la, you look as if you would like to beat me I" 

Aurora suddenly moved and clasped her long hands 
round her knees. 

"I suppose I envied you," she said, in one of her care- 
less generous impulses. "You have something I have 
never had." 

Helene did not quite understand. 

"Little silly!" laughed Aurora. "Do you not know 
that I am incapable of loving any man as you love your 
Patkul?" 

"You pretend very well," said Helene, witfi a demure- 
ness that might have hid a touch of malice. 

Aurora was silent; yes, she could pretend very well, 
she had often marveled at that herself, often been 
genuinely amazed at the strength and sincerity of the 
emotion she could raise in others and her own lack of 
response; she would have liked to have felt, if only 
for half an hour, any adoration for any man equal to 
that this girl felt for General Patkul; she knew that 
such an emotion would have been entirely in opposition 
with all her plans and schemes, but in her avid desire 
fdr life and knowledge, she would have given much for 
the curiosity of the experience. 

However, she put the thought out of her mind, 
moved quickly, and glanced again at the letter from 
Augustus. 

She was vexed that he was too ill to take the com- 
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mand of his annies in person, the more so as she guessed 
this illness to be consequent on his debauches with the 
Czar at Birsen; Peter to her was a monster, she could 
not forgive in Augustus the weakness that made him 
the companion of lus ally's vulgar orgies. 

"Yes, 'twere better to be a man now, free on horse- 
back," she said. "This waiting amid one's toys is an 
ugly part of a woman's life" — she paused, then added 
quickly, "it must be hateful to belong to a man who is 
defeated." 

Hel^e gazed at her with startled eyes. 

"You do not think that Saxony will be defeated. 
Countess?" 

"He has been defeated already," replied Aurora. 
"And do you think he has very much chance? The 
savage Muscovite is no use — every battle will be a Narva 
for him. Denmark is silenced — and the King of Swedtt 
is great." 

Mdle. D'Einsiedel forgot her negro and her parrot 

"He is a cruet tyrant — a bitter oppressor 1" she ex- 
claimed; her pale little face looked sharp with anger, 
"he fights for the lust of conquest — a heartless, fierce 
man." 

"So speaks the betrothed of Patkul," answered 
Aurora. "You are too bitter against this man to judge 
hi|n. He is a hero. And young and splendid, a Viking, 
chiki" 

"This is not the age for Vikings," said Helene coldly, 
"he is like his father. Patkul has told me of them — 
hard and cruel — how I loathe cruelty." 
' Tears shone in her soft eyes and her lips quivered; 
she was thinking that it was just possible Patlnil might 
one day be in the power of this same cruelty. 

"Nay, he is just and even generous; you heard how, 
after Narva, he gave all the Russian officers their liberty, 
detaining only M. de Croy, to whom he paid full honor — 
and the modesty of his dispatches ! 'Tis said that with 
his own hand he struck out his praises and ^t in those 
of the Czar." : .- . 
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*' 'Tis his vanity," said Helene scornfully, "he wishes 
to impress the world — see if he is kind to his peasants 
- — to his women-folk — see if he has ever thought of the 
justice of Livonia's wish for liberty — he blindly con- 
tinues his father's tyrannies." 

Aurora decked her with a light laugh. 
"That is none of it women's business. Augustus 
is the best-natured person in the world, but I doubt if 
he knows much of his peasantry in either Saxony or 
Poland I" and she laughed again at the thought 

"He would be a better prince if he did," said Helene, 
with a sternness strange in one of her youth and friv- 
olous apearance. "Patitul says the day will surely come 
when all the peoples will rise up and cast down their 
rulers." 

"Patkul is a fanatic and a visionary — a rebel also. 
Karl is his Kit^. I am a Swede. Helene, Z have no 
sympathy with &ese revolting Livonians." 

Helene glanced at the vivid lovely face of the Coun- 
tess and her eyes narrowed. 

"The Elector would not care to hear you speak so 
of Sweden," she remarked. 

"The Elector expects no hypocrisy from me," replied 
Aurora haughtily. "I am not his wife. He knows that 
a man like Karl would attract a woman like me — ^I have 
told him I should like to meet him." 

She had, in truth, heard of the austere life and cold 
manners of the young conqueror whose name was 
now so famous in Europe, and she had imagined her- 
self subduing him with her charm ; she could not 
resist picturing herself as the Qeopatra to this im- 
maculate Cassar; Augustus had been amazed with 
anger at the Czar's crude suggestion that the famous 
beauty should be used to beguile their enemy, but the 
woman herself had long toyed with the idea; it would 
be a wonderful triumph and, she believed in her heart, 
an easy one. Karl was only a boy, after all, and had 
probably never been tempted; it was impossible that 
he int^d^ :to be absorbed for ever in s^on^ r 9f 
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military aggrandizement and glory; and she had never 
failed yet "Perhaps I could do more in half an hour 
than your Patkul has done in a lifetime," she said sud- 
denly. 

"Oh, would you speak for Livonia?" asked Helene, 
then quickly and with a blush, "but no, Fatkul would 
not like that" 

"Let him rely on his sword and his virtue," said 
Aurora haughtily. "&xony may require my ser- 
vices." 

"He would not wish that you should sue to Sweden 
for himl" exclaimed Helene. 

Aurora rose. 

"Wait till King Karl has overrun Poland and is at 
the gates of Dresden." 

She clasped her hands behind her head, shaking down 
her bright hair that was undressed, and gazing fixedly 
at her reflection in a circular mirror framed with gilt 
balls that hung above the couch. 

Helene sat silent on the rose-colored cushions; the 
parrot swung idly in the ring above her head; the 
page had wandered to the window and was flattening 
his face against the pane ; a monkey in a crimson coat 
that had been sleepii^ in a basket Uned with white 
satin, now came cUmbing over the furniture, tumit^ 
its wizened face from one to the other of the two silent, 
beautiful women and chattering at both of them. This 
was the only movement in the gorgeous little room, 
now filled with the spring sunshine that streamed 
softly through the long curtains of straw-colored silk. 
Aurora had dropped her arms, and with her hands 
clasped before her continued to gaze at her resplendent 
image. 

Her thoughts were entirely personal; she cared very 
little for politics though she had an intelligent under- 
Standing of them ; she had watched Augustus undertake 
this war U^t-heartedly enough, knowing that it was 
only an excuse to keep a large standing army with which 
to overawe Poland, but the quality of Karl XH hav- 
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ing surprised them all into disaster, Aurora became 
angry with the war and those who had suggested it, and 
impatient with the enthusiastic Patkul, and gradually 
her attention had become fixed on the figure of the King 
of Sweden, rendered more arresting by every success, 
more terrible in the eyes of men and more attractive 
in the eyes of women. 

Aurora knew something of what the Court of Sweden 
was like. 

"He has never met a woman like me," she thought, 
and there was a glow, as of coming triumph, at her 
heart. 

The other woman's reflections had traveled far from 
herself 1 they were vk^ith a fair, rather ordinary-looking 
soldier, with ^ort-sighted, anxious eyes, and a blunt- 
featured face that had a certain pathos in its open sin- 
cerity and goodness, who was now probably riding to 
and fro in the confusion of battle, steadying the Saxon 
troops against the victorious ranks of Sweden. 

She loved hira so utterly, so ardently believed in his 
cause and his life-work that he seemed to her like a 
being charmed whom no actual danger could touch, yet 
she yearned over him, child as she was, with a yearning 
that was near tears; and this, though her whole being 
was pervaded by the supreme happiness of her love which 
kept her in a serene and beautiful aloofness from all 
that was painful or terrifying. 

The monkey clambered to the end of the couch, 
dropped into Helene's lap, and began stealing the sugar 
scattered over the cushions. 

Aurora moved slowly from the mirror and told the 
page to bring her writing materials; when they were 
given her she began to write, not an answer to her 
lover's neglected letter but a paper of French verses to 
Kari XII. 

Helene, wrapt in her dreams, heeded her no more 
than she did the monkey crunching sweetmeats on her 
lap. 
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CHAPTER IV 

IN July of that year Karl XII totally defeated the 
Saxon troops and forced the passage of the Dwina, 
near Kiga, at a point where the river was nearly 
a mile wide, making use of specially built boats for the 
passage of his troops, and taking advantage of the direc 
tion of the wind to create a smoke-screen that concealed 
his crossing from the Saxons. 

The batSe was long and bloody, Courlande, Steinau, 
and Fatkul fought with desperate bravery and consid- 
erable skill, but the victory of the great captain was 
complete; he passed on through Livonia, took Mitau, 
capital of Courland, and one after another all the towns 
of that duchy surrendered ; the whole of Lithuania sub- 
mitted. 

At Birsen, where his enemies had so shortly before 
drawn up the league that they hoped was to be his ruin, 
he paused in his triumphal progress, taking his residence 
in the house occupied by Peter and Augustus. 

He was now in an extraordinary position of great- 
ness; he had been but little more than a year from 
Sweden and he had completely subdued his enemies, 
crushed the revolt in Livonia, consolidated his hold on 
the disputed provinces, and preserved his army in good 
health and perfect discipline with very little loss of life. 

His fame had spread all over Europe, and Sweden 
occupied a sudden position of importance in the eyes 
of the West; the Czar's glory was eclipsed, and it was 
not believed likely that he would ever recover from 
Narva sufficiently to again face the King of Sweden. 

What the next actions of this hero, as yet not twenty 
and in a position so unique, were likely to be, neither 
his friends nor his enemies could guess. 
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He affected a deep reserve, and there was no one 
who could boast of being entirely in his confidence, 
not even his brother-in-law, the Duke of Holstein- 
Gottorp, whom he had restored to his dominions and 
regarded with a certain affection, nor Count Piper, 
whom he kept near his person and trusted implicitly 
in political matters relating to the government of 
Sweden. 

This latter, however, did not intend to remain so 
quietly in ignorance of his master's designs; he viewed 
Karl very differently since he bad observed his military 
genius and his obstinate pride and perfect self-control, 
but he had not yet entirely relinquished all hopes of 
guiding this strange character into the paths trod by 
Karl XI. 

Sweden was ever uppermost in Cotmt Piper's 
thoughts ; he believed that she occupied but a small place 
in those of the King; to the minister all the objects 
of the war had been now attained, and there remaned 
but to make an honorable, durable, and glorious peace 
which should strengthen Sweden in position, commerce, 
and prestige. 

And Count Piper felt that this was the moment, 
when Karl had the Baltic provinces under his feet 
and his enemies disordered and confused, to propose a 
set of terms, that however advantageous to Sweden, 
they would be in no position to refuse or even to dis- 
pute. As the King's haughty and glacial reserve al- 
lowed no indication of his future plans to escape him. 
Count Piper resolved to directly approach him, and 
endeavor to discover if he did not himself consider this 
a favorable moment for triumphantly concluding the 
war. 

He found occasion to approach Karl one day after 
his dinner; this meal, of ihe greatest simpHcity, the 
King always took with his officers; he was seldom more 
than half an hour at table; he drank only water and 
ate the plainest of food, never had he faltered an instant 
in his rigid self-discipline; his life could not have been 



JOHN RHEINHOLD PATKUL 105 

more hard, stem, and barren of all but duty; hts one 
occasional amusement was to have portions of the old 
Scandinavian sagas read to him, but even of this he 
seemed sli^tly ashamed. 

Ojunt Piper found him now with his secretary in the 
room where Marpha had served Augustus and Peter with 
wine, and Mentchikoflf had sung dnuiken chants for the 
amusement of the Saxon nobles. 

Karl had had everything removed from the chamber 
but a table and a couple of chairs; on the walls were 
maps of Lithuania, Livonia, and Esthonia, and a large 
model of the globe in a black frame and roughly painted 
in bright colors, stood beneath. The King sat beneath 
one of the windows dictating to the secretary, a young 
Swedish officer, who sat at tiie table which was covered 
with neatly arranged papers. 

Karl wore the costume he had not altered since he 
left Sweden; the dark blue doth coat, the black satin 
cravat, the high boots, and buffle gloves which he held 
now across his knee; his fair hair had been cut short 
and he wore no peruke. 

He was bare-headed and the summer sunshine was 
full on his face, inscrutable in expression, showing superb 
health and hardihood in line and color. 

As Count Piper entered he was sitting silent, like 
one wrapt in dreams, and the secretary was waiting, 
in respectfial silence, for him to continue the corre- 
spondence. 

As soon as he observed the minister he roused him- 
self from lus reverie, and with a gesture dismissed the 
secretary who rose and offered his chair, the only one 
in the room, to Count Piper. 

The King looked at the older man with the blue 
eyes that seemed to express nothing but a steady 
strength and an adamant courage, and spoke pleas- 
antly. 

"You had something serious to say to me. Count?" 
he asked. 

The minister had not seated himself but remuned 
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standii^, leaning against the back of the phiin wooden 
chair; in his rather rich civilian attire, with his full 
peruke and line appointments, he was in contrast to the 
camp-hke simplicity of the room and the austere figm* 
of the youthful soldier. 

"I have come to ask your Majesty what you intend 
to do," said the Coimt; he knew that it was useless to try 
diplomacy or even tact with the King who was offended 
with all but the bluntest of speeches. 

"You have been wishing to ask me that for some 
while, have you not?" smiled Karl, he was no longer 
broodit^ or thoughtful, but alert and keen. 

"I think that this is a decisive moment in your career, 
sire, therefore in that of the history of Europe." 

This was the kind of bold compliment that pleased the 
Kmg. 

"I believe so," he said calmly. 

"You have, sire, achieved more than anyone could 
have believed possible — there oiUy remains for you to 
bless your country with a lasting peace." 

"Ah!" exclaimed Karl shortly, with his disagreeable 
laugh. 

Count Piper faced him calmly. 

"Is not that your Majesty's intention?" 

"My intention," said Karl, with his stare of blank 
fortitude, "Is to dethrone Augustus and Peter." 

The minister caught his breath; this was more than 
he had anticipated, even from the headstroi^ obstinacy 
of a youthful hero flushed with success. 

"Did you imagine, Count," asked the King, "that I 
should return to Sweden ?" 

"I hoped so," said the minister gravely. 

"Why?" demanded the King. 

"Because I am anxious for the honor and safety of 
our country. Sire, Sweden will be better served by 
moderation than extremes — she does not need conqueste 
but good government." 

"And you think that I should return home to 
govern?" 
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"Yes, sire." 

"Not yet," replied Karl 

"What else does your Majesty propose to do?" asked 
the minister. 

"I have told you." 

"But, sire — to ccmquer Polaud, Saxony, and Rus- 
sia " 

"Do you not think," interrupted Karl, "that I am 
capable of executing Uiis design?" 

G)unt Piper was silent in sheer bewilderment; judg- 
ing from the King's recent actions he was capable of 
anythii^; on the other hand, the conquest proposed was 
so vast, the means so comparatively small that common 
sense refused to be convinced even by the genius of 
this extraordinary young man. 

"Well?" said Karl. 

The minister fastened on the aspect that was always 
nearest his heart — how his country would be affected. 

"Sweden will never stand the strain!" he exclaimed. 

Karl shrugged his shoulders. 

"It can be done," he said. 

"Before God, sire, I do not think that it can." 

The King's obstinate blue eyes did not falter; his lips 
were curved in a smile too indifferent for disdain but 
more freezing than contempt. 

"Think, sire," continued Count Piper energetically, 
"of the size and resources of these three countries- 
Saxony will have all the German States behind him — 
Russia is a continent" 

Karl's face now betrayed where his principal 
bate lay. 

"Peter is a savage commanding savages," he replied ; 
"the whip and not the sword is necessary to disperse 
his hordes." 

"You think of Narva," said Count Piper, "but he 
mil learn. He will train his men." 

"And if he does?" demanded Karl coldly, "what 
of the passage of the Dwina? Am I not able to resist 
veteran troops?'* 
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The minister could not deny the truth of this; to 
all appearance Karl was invincible, yet the Count's 
heart utterly misgave him at thought of the gigantic 
enterprise to whidi the King appeared to have pledged 
himself. 

"It is purposeless, sire, and useless," he said with 
vigor. "Sweden could never hold these conquests if 
she made them; Europe would not permit it, nor her 
own strength. You have made her secure and power- 
ful, respected and feared; have the strength, sire, to 
stop. This is not the age for sheer conquest. War 
bars the progress of mankind. Sweden requires your 
Majesty's genius for her internal reforms; you do not 
know yet your own country — your father, sire, knew 
it from end to end." 

If the King considered this speech too much of a re- 
proof he did not say so nor show his resentment by the 
slightest sign. 

"You think I should return to Stockholm, Count?" 
he asked 

"After you have secured a victorious peace — a peace 
that will leave the Duke of Holstein-Gottorp restored 
to his estate, you master of the Baltic Provinces, Den- 
mark silenced, Saxony and Russia punished. Sire," 
added the minister with a smile, "I think no yoimg 
prince could desire greater glory than this." 

This hurt the secret pride of the King, which hid 
itself under such an aspect of stern modesty. 

"I do not fi^t for glory," he said haughtily, "but to 
dethrone these villains." 

Count Piper was silenced ; in tiiese words he read the 
wild dreams of unpractical youth, the mad schemes of a 
man who believed war the only profession for a prince, 
the only occupation worthy of a gentleman, and who 
would consider nothing beside his ambition. 

"Sweden does not need this war," he said, "nor can 
she afford it." 

But this argument was entirely lost on the Kit^, who 
loved to actueve the impossible; the difficulty and 
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magnitude of the enterprise were what gave it, in his 
eyes, its great attraction. 

And Count Piper now began to experience the force 
of the King's extraordinary qualities, his hard obsti- 
nacy, his blind fortitude. 

The King rose, and crushed his gloves in his strong 
white hands. 

"I would as soon," he said, with as much violence and 
impatience as he ever showed, "be in my coffin as in 
Stockholm. I should feel as confined in one as in the 
other." 

"Does your Majesty never intend to see your capital 
again?" asked Count Piper sorrowfully. 

The King stared at him; the good of Sweden or any 
interest in her was far from tix mind that was full 
of dreams of the conquest of Russia and the subjuga- 
tion of Poland and Saxony. 

Karl had completely abandoned the government of 
his country to the Council of Regency; he hardly 
troubled to acquaint himself with their proceedings, and 
often left unread the home dispatches. 

Patriotism did not touch his dreams of the cold 
greatness he had conceived for himself. "I told my 
people," he said, looking, not at his minister, but out 
of the window at the summer sunshine on the dusty 
road, "that I would never make an unjust war nor 
abandon a just one, without the punishment of the 
offenders." 

"Are not these same offenders already sufficiently pun- 
ished?" demanded Piper quickly. 

"No," replied the King, and now his strange eyes 
showed a faint but fierce fire hke those of a noble 
animal roused from slumber to anger. "Not unless they 
are dethroned." 

"Is it your Majesty's ambition to wear these 
crowns?" 

The King laughed shortly. 

"I want nothing but to punish my enemies," he 
replied. "What are crowns to me?" , , Coo>'lc 
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Boastfiil as the words sounded, Count Piper believed 
they were sincere ; he had already seen how, in the defeat 
of Denmark, Karl had astmiished the world by demand- 
ing nothing for himself, and he could credit that Karl 
was capable of exhausting his country and spending hini' 
self in the effort to gain countries only to give them 
away when he had conquered them; he did not want 
Russia, only the pleasure of dethroning the Czar; he 
had no desire to reign over Poland, only the wish tc 
seize that country from Saxony. 

"I think your Majesty is wrong," said the minister. 
"As one who was your father's friend and is the friend 
of Sweden, forgive me if I say so, sire, if you stop 
now you are safe and glorious, if you go on, it may 
be to disaster." 

The King winced at the sound of that word whicb 
no one had ever dared to utter to him before. 

"When I have humbled these two kings and pun- 
ished one other we may talk of peace," he said curtly. 
"I speak of John Rheinhold Patkul." 

His fair face, so beautiful in line, but so devoid of 
expression as to lack all attraction, hardened into an 
aspect of sheer cruelty new to Count Piper; the King 
whose first act had been to abolish judicial torture from 
his statute books had hitherto been c^msidered as of 
a merciful disposition, nor had his campaigns been 
stained even by the usual excesses of war ; yet his look 
as he spoke of the Livonian was one of fierce hate 
and cruelty. 

"Before I return to Stockholm," he added, "Palkul 
must " 

He paused abruptly; it was evident that bis cold 
magnanimity did not extend to the man ^om he re- 
garded as a rebel and a traitor. 

"Both Peter and Augustus are pledged to defend 
Patkul," said Piper; "it is not likely that he will be 
taken by your Majesty — he is too wary and skilful." 

"I wiU force Augustus to deliver him to me," said 
Karl, still with that ugly look on his face. CooqIc 
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"Your Majesty would make that one of tiie terms 
of peace?" a^ed Count Piper in a curious voice. 

"The first condition. And, Count, it is useless for 
us to converse further. I have never liked talking. And 
toy mind is made up about the future. And I was 
always tolerably resolute in my decisions nor likely to 
be moved in any way from my resolves." 

It was the end between King and minister ; these words 
were as a dismissal to Count Piper; he saw that Karl 
was set upon a path entirely different to that followed 
by his father; his aim was the pursuit of fantastic 
dreams of purposeless and costly conquest — he would 
make war neither for the defense nor the aggrandize- 
ment of his country, but merely to suit his own ideas 
of kingly occupation, his own secret ideals of ambition 
and glory; he would probably ruin his country and 
might do considerable harm to mankind, but he could 
not be stopped from the mad use of the power which 
he held in his hands; at that moment Piper disliked him; 
he was alienated by this cold obstinacy and by the look 
and manner of Karl when he had spoken of Fatkul; 
the minister would almost rather have served Peter 
whose aims were progressive, not obstructive, and whose 
madnesses were never without an object, and whose 
cruelties were never cold-blooded but the result of in- 
flamed passions. 

He turned away and took a brief leave. 

"An extraordinary man," he said to himself, as he 
left the King's presence, "but there is no true greatness 
in him." 

Karl, on his part, was equally dl^usted with Count 
Piper. 

"I want no politicians about my camp," he told ms 
brother-in-law that evemng. "We are soldiers with 
soldiers' work to do," and he began to discuss his plans 
iot an advance on Cracovia and Varsovia. 
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AURORA VON KONIGSMABCK 

"Sylre pdudo, aggeres, hoGtes, vicA."— Medal of Karl XII, 
CHAPTER I 

"X THINK you have no idea of the confusion of my 

I affairs — nor of their ^parent hopelessness. I 

■M, speak of them to you because you are the only 
person whom I can trust." 

Thus Augustus to Aurora, and in these words she 
read his confession of utter defeat; she was deeply 
vexed ; for seme time past she had displayed ill- 
humor at the growing discomforts and perils of her 
situation; she was now at Varsovia, a barbaric place 
that she disliked, where Augustus had come to attend 
the Polish Diet that he had been forced to convoke. 
It was midwinter, and she sat over the fire in the huge 
stone chamber that was so difficult to warm, her great 
coat of lemon-colored velvet lined with white fur, thrown 
open on her lace gown, and the leaping glow of the 
firelight all over her bright beauty. 

She knew that perhaps her principal hold on 
Augustus was her good temper, and seldom was she 
betrayed into anger ; but now her disappointment made 
her answer sharp. 

"Why do you not abandon Poland and return to 
Saxony i*" she asked. 

The King-Elector looked at her reproachfully. 

"Is that your comfort?" he asked. 
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"I' think that it is very good advice," she replied, 
ControUing herself not to speaJc bitterly. 

Augustus, who looked tired and haggard (he was in- 
deed tnore titled to be the head of a brilliant court, the 
patron of arts and letters, than to confront these troub- 
lous times), flashed with rising annoyance. 

"It is useless to discuss with you, Madame," he said, 
"what you are too flippant to understand " 

"Oh," interrupted Aurora, "do I not imderstand that 
I am at Varsovia in midwinter, cold and dull? That 
you are always ill-humored and absorbed in affairs, and 
that I have no company beyond Helene who is love-sick, 
a parrot, and a monkey?" 

Augustus rose from his seat by the great oak table. 

"Very well," he said quietly, "you had better return 
to Dresden, Madame. It is true that here I can give 
you no comfort. It is also trSe that I must remain — 
my crown, all my fortunes and perhaps my life, depend 
on these events." 

Aurora bit her lip in vexation at her own peevishness; 
she scorned fretful women, and she was moved by her 
lover's gentle response. 

She got up impulsively and held out her hands; a 
gorgeous creature in her rich clothes and vivid loveli- 
ness, illuminated by the tawny light of the flaming pine 
knots. 

"Forgive me," she said quickly. "I am ashamed of 
myself. I have been idle and frivolous, tell me how 
I can help." 

He kissed her hands in instant gratitude; he had 
always found her his best friend; she was more in- 
telligent, perhaps more courageous than he, but she had 
managed never to offend him with her superiority, and 
she always soothed him with her firmness and encouraged 
him with her high spirits. 

She smiled now with a certain tenderness at this mag- 
nificent-looking prince who was so downcast and so 
almost helpless; in her wild heart she perhaps a little 
despised him; certainly he was not her ideal hero, for 
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all his strength and handsomeness and chann, but both 
out of kindness and interest she was his ally. 

"Come," she said, "forget, sire, that I am a woman, 
and talk to me as if I was your minister." 

She took the seat at the table he had just left and 
drew her coat round her, leaning back and looking at 
Augustus, who remained standing by the fire. 

"My dear," he answered, "I do not know if affairs 
could be much worse." 

"This Diet is not going to help you?" 

"Would to God I had never had to summon it!" ex- 
claimed the King-Elector. "The King of Sweden has 
as much influence there as I J" 

"Ah!" murmured Aurora, "they are not loyal to you, 
these Polish princes?" 

"There is not one man in Poland loyal to me," re- 
plied Augustus bitterly; "this cursed war has aUenated 
ail of them." 

The Countess knew that good statecraft would have 
foreseen this ; Poland, afraid of Sweden and jealous of 
its Saxon King, was fiercely resentful of a war bound 
to end in her subjugation either at the bands of Karl 
XII or at those of her own elected monarch; the 
remnants of the Saxon troops who had survived the 
battle of Riga Augustus had had to send back to 
Saxony to quiet the Poles, and for the same reason he had 
been obliged to call a Diet when he wished to raise an 
army. 

Aurora, remembering the time and money spent on 
acquiring the crown of Poland, wondered if the bargain 
had been a good one for Augustus, who, used to be- 
ing an at)solute ruler in his own hereditary dominions, 
found himself little more than head of a Repubhc in 
Poland. 

"Who are your enemies in the Diet?" she asked 
gently. 

"Lieczinski, of course, the Lubomirski, and the 
Sobieski — these and their followers are all secretly 
with the King of Sweden, and, naturally," added 
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Augustus, with, for him, considerable heat, "Cardinal 
Radziekowski is playing his own game which is not 
mine." 

"In brief," said Aurora, "these Poles are sdzing this 
moment for their own intrigues; they consider you as 
more dangerous than Karl, and would as willingly see 
you overthrown." 

This plain view of the case slightly startled Augustus, 
but he had to admit that it was true. 

"And there is the revolt in Lithuania," he added 
gloomily. "The Sapieha and the Oginsld at each 
other's throats — my troops in fugitive parties livii^ 
on rapine because I have not the money to pay 



"You cannot summon the Polish nobles to raise their 
followers on your behalf?" 

"I dare not — for it would be to risk a refusal" 

Aurora bit her lip. 

"But you have the Polish army." 

"There are only 18,000 men — not pjud, not armed — 
and their generals uncertain whether to ^ht for me or 
Sweden r 

"And every one knows this?" 

"I fear that my weakness is but too apparent — see 
how they have forced my hand in the matter of the 
Diet I" 

"And you dare not bring back the Saxon troops?" 

"It would be the excuse and the signal for a general 
revolt in Poland," replied the King-Elector. 

Aurora von Konigsmarck mentally cursed Poland; 
she had been perfectly content in Dresden before 
ambition had urged Augustus into this troublesome 
glory. 

"What will the Diet do?" she asked, suppressing her 
irritation and speaking with gentleness. 

Augustus began pacing up and down the room. 

"Who can tell?" he replied wearily, "intrigues and 
counter-hitrigues — all irresolute, all crying out for free- 
dom and justice and none knowing wh^ to lock for 



lie KINGS-AT-ARMS 

it! MeanwhUe everything goes to ruin while they are 
talking, and the King of Sweden advances daily deeper 
into the country." 

Aurora frowned; hitherto, with a woman's evasive- 
ness, she had refused to glance at the state of matters 
in Poland; now she forced herself to face them, and to 
apply all her intelligence to helping her lover in what 
seemed indeed a desperate pass. 

"And the Czar?" she asked. 

"The Czar needs assistance himself," said Augustiis 
grimly, 

"But the Muscovites? Did you not tell me that he 
was sendii^ some men into Lithuania?" 

The King-Elector became angry at the thought of this, 
the sole fruit of the secret treaty of Birsen. 

"He has sent some villains who are doing more 
damage than the Swedes," he replied hotly. "They 
have turned freebooters, and are utterly deaf to disci- 
pline and orders — 'tis but so many marauders the more 
in the wretched kingdom, and yet further inflames the 
Poles." 

Aurora could not forbear a smile. 

"There are the troops you were to train?" she 
asked. 

"Yes, God help me, and now they are here I have 
not a single Saxon officer available — not that a corps 
of Turenne's veterans could train these savages I" 

Aurora knew, though she forbore to mention it, that 
Augustus had failed to fulfil his side of the bargain, 
and had not been able to raise a single regiment of the 
German troops promised to Peter, nor to pay him any- 
thing for the maintenance of the Muscovites sent into 
' Lithuania. 

"So you see," added the Elector, with rather a bitter 
smile, "that my position is desperate on all sides." 

"Come here," smiled Aurora. 

He crossed to her chair; she took his hand and pressed 
her soft cheek against his rit^ and ruflles. 

"My poor dear," she said caressii^ly. "I wonder 
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if I can help you now, to return a little all the joy you 
have given me?" 

She would have kissed his hand, but he prevented 
her, eagerly lifted her face and kissed her lips. 

"What have I done for you 1" he cried. "Why, you 
have gilded all my life I" 

"You have been very good to me," she said, a little 
wistfully. "Men can be so cruel I think you hardly 
know how grateful women are for kindness." 

He smiled tenderly; his handsome face lightened of 
half its care as he looked at her. 

"Not women like you. Auroral" 

"Yes, women like me," she replied. "Why — you 
might get tired of me." She caught her breath a 
litde. "I might fade — I am not as pretty as I was — 
but you " 

"Aurora — I adore yoit" 

"Thank you," said the Countess tmsteadily. 
"Thank you for loving me. That is why I want to 
help you — ^you have made life wonderful to me by your 
love " 

He dropped his hands to her shoulders and she looked 
up at him. 

"And you — ^have you not loved me, Aurora?" he 
asked. 

"Oh, a woman's love does not count I" 

Augustus did not understand her mood, he was not 
a man to nicely read a woman's complexities; and the 
next second Aurora did not understand it herself, and 
was lifting her shoulders with a laugh both for her words 
and his bewilderment 

"I am a silly creature," she said lightly, "but I only 
seek to please you." 

She gently drew herself away, rose and went to the 
fire; the yellow coat, the gleaming hair, dressed in 
long, smooth curls slightly disordered and falling over 
the smooth white fur; the proud air and bearing of her, 
tiie piquant, gay face, made a fair picture in the bril- 
liant glow that shone on her from head to foot and 
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threw her Bgure, a thing of lig^t against the gloomy 
background of the room, darkening in the fading light 
of tfa« winter aftemooa 

"Now — my advice," she said. "I wonder — will you 
take it?" 

Augustus smiled at her; his handsome face was no 
longer troubled as he gazed at this brilliajit, darling com- 
panion of his; his distresses that sat lightly enough on 
him anyhow were almost forgotten as he contemplated 
her courage and her gaiety. 

"Tell me," he answered gently. 

There was something of challenge, almost of defiance 
in her beautiful eyes as she repUed, but she spoke very 
sweetly. 

"You must make peace with KarL" 

Augustus did not speak. 

"Of course you vnll have to take his terms, but it 
seems to be his role to be generous," continued the 
G>untes6. "And better be at his mercy than at that of 
the Poles, your own subjects." 

Augustus thought so too; it was not very pleasant 
to contemplate humbUng himself before the boy Kii^ 
whom he bad hoped to conquer so easily, but his pride 
was not very deep-seated, and he bore no rancor 
against anyone, not even against the man who had de- 
feated him; if he could purchase ease and safety by 
stibmitting to Karl he was ready to do so without any 
bitterness, and, as Aurora sug^sted, it was easier to 
accept terms from a fellow-monarch than from his own 
subjects. 

"You must open n^^tiations at once before you lose 
everything," continued the Countess quickly. 

"But he will not listen — why should he?" returned 
Augustus doubtfully. 

"If the ambassador is well chosen he will listen." 

"But it is no object to him to make peace," said the 
King-Elector uneasily. "Doubtless he will prefer the 
glory of overrunning Poland and possibly Saxony." 

Aurora did not yet nsention what made her feel sure 
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that the King of Sweden might be brought to reason; 
she was sure that her project would be distasteful to 
Augustus, and she was waiting her moment to broach 
it; twisting one of her Icuig ringlets round the slender 
fingers of her left hand that sparkled with some of the 
Saxon jewels, she frowned into the flames. 

"No," added Augustus gloomily. "I see no hope — 
'tis a youthful captain, intoxicated with success, inured 
and implacable by nature. I believe he fights for glory, 
and nothing, to him, would be greater glory than the 
conquest of Poland— by arms and by uitrigues. He 
thinks to dethrone me I^ means of factions — look how 
he has armed the Sapieha against me and torn Lithuania 
with civil war " 

"I know," interrupted Aurora, curbing some im- 
patience; it seemed to her that Augustus went round 
and round the same points, in a confused manner, 
which was irritating to her own clear mind that looked 
ahead to ultimate issues. "But the trial might be 
made." 

"It would have to be secret," said the King-Elector, 
"and kept very carefully from the ears of Patkul and 
the Czar." 

"Naturally," replied the Countess drily. "The Czar 
will be easily hoodwinked ; as for Patkul, it Is he who 
is the cause of all this trouble, if need be he must be 
sacrificed." 

Augustus turned a startled face. 

"Patkul?" 

"Yes, Patkul, this adventurer who has cmbroOed as 

aiir 

"You mean that I should surrender him to Karl?" 

"If Karl demanded it." 

"God forbid I" cried the Kii^-Elector hastily. 

"Oh, Sweden would be merciful," said Aurora im- 
patiendy, "as I told you, it is his role." 

"He would not be merciful to Patkul," replied 
Augustus, "who, besides, is Peter's envoy, and sacred." 

"Oh, bahr* exclaimed Aurora, with a flash of her 
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gorgeous eyes. "What is the Czar to you, or what has 
he done for you that he should be considered ?" 

"My honor and the law of nations " began 

Ai^stus. 

The Countess speedily demolished this masculine de- 
fense. 

"Where," she asked acutely, "was either, when you 
attacked the Kii^ of Sweden?" 

As this action had been contrary to both, the King- 
Elector had nothing to reply; rather pale, he stared at 
the ground. 

"You see," added Aurora, anxious to soothe now 
that she had silenced, "it is not, and never has been, 
any question of any law or any honor, but simply of 
each man for himself in a desperate game." 

Augustus sighed. 

"We need not raise the question of Patkul," he said, 
with the evasion of weakness. 

"We must," replied the Countess. "For I believe it 
will be the first thing the King of Sweden will demand, 
and we must know how to answer him." 

Augustus did not speak; he did not think it possible 
that he could ever come so low as to deliver the man 
who trusted him to his enemy, but he thought that Karl 
mi^t be pacified with some apparent submission and 
Patkul saved nevertheless. 

"As you said yourself," continued Aurora, "matters 
are desperate, and we cannot pause for niceties." 

She cared nothing herself for anyone but the man who, 
at once her master and her slave, was essential to her 
power and therefore to her happiness; the terrors of 
war, the miseries of the peasantry, the sufferings of the 
civilian populace, the bloodshed, the families ruined, the 
lands laid desolate, did not touch Aurora von Konigs- 
marck ; her gay and volatile nature did not even glance 
at the dark side of life. 

Already, in this bitter crisis, her spirits were rising 
at the thought of the new exciting and brilliant part she 
intended to iday with so much success. t "oc^qIc 
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Patkul was to her but a pawn in an elaborate and 
aelicate game, and she had completely forgotten Helene 
D'Einsiedel. 

She went up to Augustus and laid her proud head 
against the laces on bis breast; tall as she was she hardly 
reached to his heart. 

Clasping him tightly in her lovely arms, and looking 
up at him, all soft and smiling, she whispered: "I will 
be your envoy to Karl of Sweden!" 

Augustus remembered Peter's words at Birsen, and 
caught hold of her hands and held her away from him 
with a movement almost of anger. 

Aurora only laughed ; she had foreseen this opposition 
and knew that in the end, as always, she would have 
her own will 
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CHAPTER n 

AURORA VON KONIGSMARCK left the King- 
Elector's presence more elated than she had be^ 
since the Polish troubles began. 

Augustus had proinised to allow her to conduct secret 
negotiations with Karl; she was to travel as soon as 
possible to his camp, and through the influence of Count 
Piper, an ancient friend of her family, she was to obtain 
a private interview with Karl 

The King-Elector was to offer to withdraw all claims 
to the Baltic provinces and to renounce all alliances 
against Sweden, also, if need be, to surrender Patkul, 
but this, Augustus stipulated, was to be done in such 
a manner that Patkul should be enabled to escape to 
Rus»a. 

Aurora gave her promise; she was not greatly con- 
cerned for Patkul, she thought that if she was able to 
influence Karl at all she could influence him to be gen- 
erous to the Livonian; but the thing weighed on the 
mind of Augustus; bis weakness, torn between honor 
and prudence, caused him the acutest suffering his easy 
temperament had ever known. 

He went to attend one of the bitter stormy sittings 
of the Diet, sad and sullen, unhke the gracious prince 
who had charmed Poland as much by his gaiety and 
good-nature as by his gold and his soldiery. 

He was humiliated by the position in which he found 
himself, irritated that Aurora had won his consent 
to expedients that he despised, and tortured by inner 
doubts as to whether all concessions might not be in 
vain, and Karl remain adamant even before the potent 
charms of Aurora. 
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No such misgivings troubled Aurora von Konigs- 
marck; neither the honor nor the utility of what die 
had undertaken disturbed her, for she did not perceive 
anything contemptible in what she did. and she felt 
assured of her success. 

But as she turned up the narrow dark stairs to go 
to her own apartment, she was startled by a shght figure 
leaning in an angle of the wall, and a swift sensation, 
as of shame, toudied her heart; the girl before her was 
Helene D'Etnsiedel. Aurora had completely forgotten 
her, but now she felt abashed before this child, her 
own favorite, to whom she had always been a kind pro- 
tector and patroness. 

"Come upstairs," she said hastily, glad of the dark 
that concealed her face. "You will get cold here ; what 
a silly child it is." 

The girl did not reply, she wore a dark pelisse over 
a dark dress, a great hat that shaded her face and was 
but dimly seen in the shadow. 

"Come with me," continued Aurora, her momentaiy 
uneasiness passing. "Why have you been out this 
bitter day?" 

But even as she spoke she knew full well; General 
Patkul had been at Varsovia to consult with Augustus, 
and was due to return to the theater of war; H^Iene had 
been to say good-bye. 

"You should have made him come to you — ^you are 
too fond of this man." 

She took H8ene gently by the shoulder and led her 
npst^rs. 

"He did come, he has been with me a loi^ time," 
said Helene, in a muffled voice. "And then I went 
with him a little way — it was good-bye." 

"La, la," replied the Coimtess, "one would think it 
was forever by your voice!" 

They entered her apartments that clever French maids 
and valets b^d arranged in tolerable imitation of the 
gorgeous chambers at Dresden. Silk and wool tapestries 
covered the walls, delicate carpets the floors, the grace- 
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ful furniture, cushions, mirrors, and ornaments, with- 
out which Aurora never traveled, were elegantly 
disposed, and a perfumed fire burnt on the wide, old^ 
fashioned hearth. 

A maid was just lighting the candles in their tall 
sticks of tortoise-shell and gold, another was drawii^ 
the curtains of sapphire-blue velvet across the windows, 
so shutting out the mournful prospert of the winter 
evening. 

H^&e stood stupidly in the middle of the room look- 
ing at the fire; she had neither gloves nor muff, and 
her little hands hung red and cold at her side. 

Her face was paJe and distressed, the black beaver 
hat falling carelessly over her tangled curls, her pelisse 
was roughly dragged together with a silver cla^ 
fastened crookedly, and she wore her thin house 
shoes which were slightly stained with dirty snow. 

"Come, child," said Aurora kindly. "This grief and 
agitation are useless. Nothing has happened." 

"Things are terrible," replied Heline in a low, hurried 
voice. "You know yourself that all goes as if to disaster. 
The armies broken, the country in a turmoil — and he is 
leaving me." 

On these childish words a sob broke her voice, 
and tears filled her eyes already reddened with weep- 
ing. 

She seemed indifferent to the presence of the 
Countess and the two chamber women, and continued 
to stare into the fire, raising her clasped trembling 
hands to her quivering Itps while the tears fell on to 
her knuckles. 

Aurora wanted to say "Patkul is safe," but the 
words stuck in her throat, even though she quieted her 
conscience by the resolve that by some underhand means 
the Livonian must be saved. 

She shivered a little in her warm coat^ and spread out 
her fair hands to the fire. 

"It is hard for all of us," she said evenly. 'Tto 
you think, dear, that I like Varsovia? And as for 
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flie Elector he is more ill-natured than I have ever 
known him; I wish he would go to the war and rid 
me of his moods. These wretched Poles are giving 
a great deal of trouble, and there is no denying that 
for the moment the King of Sweden has the advantage." 

"Patkul thinks there is no hope at all for Livonia," 
murmured Helene. "He saw in the battle of the Dwina 
what these Swedes are." 

"I think my countrymen are tolerably good soldiers," 
said the Countess. 

The Saxon girl disliked her for this remark, and 
turned away abruptly; the beautiful, comfortable 
room seemed to her hateful; she ran to the door, pulled 
it (^en, and fled down liie dark stairs; she heard 
the Countess's voice half-laughing, half-angry, raised 
in protest, but she took no heed; nothing mattered to 
her now in the world but the fact that she must 
see her lover again before a separation that, some 
dreadful premonition told her, wodd be long if not 
eternal. 

She could not explain to herself why she was so 
terrified and overwrought ; this love of hers, bom 
amid the tumults of wars and factions, had known 
many bitter partings and long absences, but youthful 
hope and joy had hitherto kept her immune from the 
terrors that assailed her to-night. She must see him 
again; it was as if her body, moved without motion, 
so strong was the force of Uie spirit within, as if the 
cold night air carried her, a disembodied creature, to 
his side. 

It was now nearly dark, the town full of soldiery 
and discontented civilians ; Helene did not notice 
these things nor yet the bitter cold ; she hastened along 
the frozen roads, the dried snow flpng from beneath 
her feet, the fr^h snow, beginning to drift in flakes 
from the leaden sky, falling on her dark clothes and 
chilled face and haiuls. 

She found the house where he lodged; it was not 
far from the residence of the King-Elector. At the 
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sight of die light in the windows the blood seemed to 
stir in her body again; he was still there; she would 
see him again, nothing seemed to matter but that 
the whole future narrowed to this moment of their 
meeting. 

A Polish soldier was just leaving the house, Helene 
brushed by him, stepped into the dim-lit hall, and 
asked the Livonian servant standing there for his 
master. 

Before the man had time to reply General Patkul 
appeared in the doorway of a room immediately inside 
the entrance. 

They advanced towards each other, and he seized 
her in his arms and almost carried her into the 
room. 

It was a small rough chamber, lit by an oil lamp and 
a It^ fire; some half-packed valises lay on the floor 
and the table was strewn with papers, portfolios, and 
maps. 

He expressed no surprise at thus seeing her again so 
soon after their farewell, but, caressing her, led her to 
the great chair with arms by the fire, threw back her 
damp coat, and chafed her cold hands. 

"I had to come," she murmured, looking up at him 
in speechless joy, "You know that, do you not?" 

"I have been thinking of you so it seems as if you 
had never left me," he answered; his whole face and 
neck had flushed, and his narrowed short-sighted 
eyes had darkened till they looked black as he gazed 
at her. "You come between me and everything, H^l&ie, 
even my unfortunate country." 

"You must not go," she said, with sudden energy, "it 
is quite impossible— do you hear?" 

"Darling — I leave to-morrow morning. Presently I 
mil take you home in a sledge and you will dream 
of me, knowing that I am happy in the thoug^it of you, 
and in that I am doing my plain duty." 

As be spoke, with great tenderness and the gravity 
of an ardent enthusiast, he went on his knees, and tak- 
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ing her little cold slippered feet in his hands, rubbed 
them and held them nearer to the fire. 

"What do I know of duty?" asked Hel^e desper- 
ately. "I want to be happy." 

"You have never spdcen like this before, my dearest," 

"I have never been so frightened before." 

"Frightened ?" 

He lifted his honest gray eyes, so shining with noble 
love to the frail face bending towards him; she touched 
the curls of his blond peruke that hung on his breast. 

"Yes, frightened, John." 

"Why?" 

"That I could not tell. But you do not think these 
things are foolish, do you? When I had left you just 
now I felt that I could not bear it — it was like someone 
tearing my limbs from me — as if I had to follow you or 
die — as — as if — I might never see you again " 

Her words stumbled over one another. She grasped 
the lapels of his soldier's coat; her pleading eyes were 
fixed on his face with an expression of passionate 
entreaty. 

"Oh, you will stay — ^you will not leave mel" 

"My dear, my dearl" he cried deeply moved, "this 
must not be^ — ^you will unman me." 

He rose and raised her to his breast, clasping her 
tightly; he dared not voice the agony in his heart, how 
he entirely longed to keep her now that she had flown 
back to him — how wrong and wicked all further part- 
ing seemed, and how utterly paltry all his schemes and 
duties seemed beside the fact that they were together, 
and the wish that they should be forever together. 

For he loved her a^ stem men, engrossed in afl^rs 
and indifferent to feminine influence, will sometimes 
love one woman — with complete trust and devotion. 

He had never known what life could mean until he 
met her; she made his former pleasures appear |Mile, 
his former work dry and purposeless; she infused into 
his whole life color and joy and beauty. 

And she must be foregone. ^ ,CooqIc 
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He loolced ahead into the future and saw it daric and 
uncertain, and wished that he did not enjoy such perilous 
greatness, and that his lot had been cast in times less 
fierce and turbulent 

Now that he held her, trembling, but content against 
his own wildly-beating heart, the task he had under- 
taken seemed so difficult as to be impossible; Livonia 
was in a worse plight than she had been when he 
undertook her liberation; the huge conspiracy against 
Karl XII which had cost so much toil and pains had 
only succeeded in rousing a captain who made North 
Europe tremble, and in settling the Swedish yoke more 
firmly on the necks of the wretched people of the Baltic 
Provinces. 

"Perhaps I had better have left it all alone — ^perhaps 
I was not bom to do my country this service I" he 
exclaimed. 

Helene locJced up at him, pressing her flushed face 
closer to the braidings on his uniform, 

"You must not go, you are safe here," she answered, 
as if reassuring him. 

He laughed tenderly at her feminine point of view; 
he had not been thinking of his personal safety, but of 
the fierce disappointment of his apparent failure. 

"I am in no danger," he said, to comfort her; and 
he believed what he said; not only was he the Czar's 
envoy but he trusted, without question, the protection 
of Augustus, nor did he even imagine for a moment 
that the King-Elector would enter into secret peace 
negotiations with Karl. 

H£l^e also had faith in the people who had alwa}^ 
been her friends and protectors; it would have been im- 
possible for her to suspect Aurora von Konigsmarck of 
treachery; yet she felt this tremendous though vague 
uneasiness as to her lover's safety. 

He saw the trouble in her sweet eyes which were 
wide and bewildered like those of a child in pain. 

"Do you not think that I shall be as safe in Dresden 
asinVarsovia?" he asked. , Coo>'lc 
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"You are going to Dresden?" 

"Eventually, dear. I return to the army in Saxonjr 
.wiA messages from Augustus. Then I wish to see the 
Czar. My greatest hope is in him " 

"God preserve him," said Helene simply. "What will 
he do lor you?" 

"More than Augustus, I think. He is a man of genius. 
A tyrant, of course — no more a lover of liberty than 
Karl — but he serves our ends. Give him time and be 
will beat Sweden." 

"How happy you will be that dayl" smiled the 
girl. 

"If it means the freedom of Livonia," he replied, look- 
ing at her earnestly. 

Neither were paying much attention to what they 
were speaking of; they were thinking only of each 
other, of the wonder of these few moments and the 
long dark separation ahead of them ; each in their heart 
was crying out against this parting; clinging to each 
other they spoke quietly to steady themselves and pro- 
long these last farewells. 

But now she could talk no more of politics, not even 
of those witii which her lover's life and happiness were 
botmd up. 

"When shall I see you again?" she stammered. 

In silence be gazed at her; bis short-sighted ^es nar- 
rowed as he dwelt on every lineament of the beloved 
face. 

"What is the need of this ?" whispered Haine. "Why 
should one suffer?" 

"Love, we part to meet a.gam — if it was forever you 
might weep " 

"Supposing it was forever?" the dreadful thought 
transfixed her; she drew herself away from his embrace, 
her face sharp and pale, "but, of course, I should die," 
she added, with a little si^ of relief. 

He could not trust himself to answer her; taking 
his hands from her shotdders he turned abrupUy away 
across the plain dismal room. Coo>'lc 
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The fire was burning low and the air was becDming 
(X)ld; the outside ni^t showed in the black squares in 
the uncurtained windows ; now and then the red reflec- 
tion of a passing torch or lantern glimmered across tiie 
shadowed room. 

Patkul stared at the fine frost flowers hardening on 
the glass; he had his back to Helene; she took off 
her hat which had fallen back on to her tangled hair, 
mechanically arranged her cturls, and replaced the hat; 
then with stiff fingers she fastened the pelisse. 

She was too young and simple to lament against 
destiny or to endeavor to alter her fate with violent 
hands; her court training and the society of Aurora 
von Konigsmarck had not altered the direct outlook and 
conventional point of view of her young girl's heart 
and mind. 

She had been taken out of herself, inasmuch as she 
had come to him now spurred by the awful desolation, 
the unexplainable sense of disaster that had torn her 
soul; now she could do no more; she did not know 
how to deal with the moment, but stood stupidly ar- 
ranging her hat and buttoning her pelisse in dumb 
wretchedness. 

He thought wildly of taking her with him, of marry- 
ing her without delay or ceremony; his heart con- 
tracted as he imagined her always wiUi him — as Mar^^a 
was with Peter — or Aurora with Augustus — bis com- 
panion, his consolation, and his hope in all his ad- 
ventures. Sweetening even ultimate defeat, if it must 
be, or glorifying ultimate victory into a happiness more 
than mortal. 

He looked at her, strode over to her, took her by 
the shoulders and turned her round, forcing her to 
look at him; slender and frail she quivered under his 
grasp. 

The agony of question in bis gaze met no response 
froin hers which was full of notbmg but blank, sad 
love. 

He knew tiiat if he asked her she would come — he 
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knew thit he could not ask her; "when the war is over 
I will marry her," he thought, and stilled his heart with 
that 

Very gently he kissed her cold face. 

"I must take you home," he said. 

"I will try to be brave," replied H^line. 

They went together to the door; the darkness was 
tl^k with snow; he sent his servant for the sledge 
and they had another moment alone; but neither 
spdce. 

Hel^e felt suddenly very tired, almost drowsy; she 
was exhausted by her strong emotion to the point of 
apathy. 

When the sledge came she stepped in obecUently; 
there was a brief ride through the cold and the dark; 
his chilled lips on her chilled cheek, some stammering 
words and they had parted. She could hear the jingling 
of his sledge-bells as she returned to her room; she 
seemed to be in a world empty of everything but that 
one sound. 

Aurora von Konigsmarck looked from tiie door of 
her brilliantly lit room ; she had gay words on her lips, 
but after glancing at the girl's face £^e went back silently 
to her fiaxe by ^ perfuned fire. 
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CHAPTER III 

AURORA VON KONIGSMARCK, accompanied 
by a few servants and a small escort of Saxon 
cavalry, traveled secretly to the Swedish camp 
in Lithuania. 

Karl was advancing on Grodno, and the affairs of 
Augustus looked daily more unfortunate; at the last 
moment he had wished to stop this journey of the 
Countess, and to send a formal embassy in his own name 
and that of the Polish Republic to ask the conqueror's 
peace terms. 

But Aurora was resolute that this depth of humilia- 
tion should not be reached, and confident that Karl 
could be persuaded to private means of agreement with 
Augustus. 

In any case she was determined to try her influence 
on a man so singular and so famous. 

"It has certainly never seen a woman like me," she 
repeated to herself, not with vanity but as the calm 
statement of a fact 

She had no difBculty in obtaining an audience of 
Count Piper. 

The minister was cynically interested in her mission; 
he was now no longer in the confidence of his master 
(if indeed he had ever been so), and performed his 
duties as a servant, not as a friend; perhaps he faintly 
disliked the King; in any case he was grimly amused 
at the idea of exposing Karl to the fascinations of a 
woman like Aurora von Kbnigsmarck and facing the 
fair Countess with a man like the King. 

He offered her little hope. 

"The King is bent on conquest," he said. "He has 
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no idea of a tame peace, but intends to dethrone all 
his enemies." 

"The dreams of a boy," replied Aurora. 

Cotint Piper ^ru^ed. 

"A boy who will carry out his dreams or perish, 
Madame." 

"So obstinate?" she smiled, "and has he no weak- 
nesses, this hero?" ^e added, with an inflection of light 
scorn. 

The minister smiled; he saw her superb confidence 
in her radiant beauty and brilliant intelligence, in her 
experience and charm; he thought that her perfections 
would be wasted on the man who had received without 
a chai^ of color the news of the death of the only 
woman in whom he had ever been interested. 

"I do not say that I do not wish you good fortune, 
Madame," he said, "for myself there are other things 
besides war. And I should be glad of a peace. As for 
the King, I know litde of hmi, for aU that I have 
watched him since a child — or else there is little to know. 
He has no friends, and no favorites, and since the war 
b^an I have not known him influenced." 

"He is so young," remarked Aurora, "do you think 
this military austerity will last all his life?" 

" 'Tis a hard race," repUed the Count, "but as you 
say — he is young." 

"Let me see him," urged Aurora, "my mission can 
but move and alter him — if he would play Alexander 
he must be prepared for the family of Darius." 

"I will do my utmost," said Count Piper, and with 
sincerity; but he was soon piqued by finding that he 
had promised too easily; Karl absolutely refused to see 
Aurora von Konigsmarck. 

"Why should I talk to a woman on this business?" he 
said. "If Augustus wants peace let him send a man 
to ask for it" Without the least emotion he resisted 
the Count's efforts to persuade and induce him to see 
the fair ambassadress. 

"She will tlunk you are afraid of her," remarked the 
Count, with some malice. 
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"I have no doubt a woman's vanity would go that 
length," replied the King cahnly. "Tell her I am afraid 
of her," he gave his ugly smile, "if that will content 
her." 

"Nothing will content her but an interview with your 
Majesty." 

''Then she must leave dissatisfied," said Karl, with an 
indifference more hopeless to combat than open anger. 

The minister reported his ill-success to the Countess; 
she had not expected that the King would refuse even 
to see her, and angry disappointment nerved her with 
yet greater determination to gain her object. 

"I will achieve my end by other means," she said, and 
thanked Count Piper for his useless services. 

Though she had been a Week near the camp, lodging, 
most inconveniently, in one of the little village houses, 
she had not yet seen the King, save once when he had 
swept by with a number of his guards, and she had not 
been able to distinguish his person. 

But she soon ascertained that it was his custom to 
ride abroad unattended in the early morning and the 
afternoon, and she resolved to encounter him on one 
of these occasions, and one day stationed herself in her 
little light carriage on the road the King took most 
frequently. 

As soon as her servant pointed out a solitary horse- 
man coming towards them, saying, "The King of 
Sweden I" Aurora descended into the road still covered 
with frozen snow, and put herself in the middle of the 
way, holding her black fur mantle up from the road, 
and looking steadily up imder the broad brim of her 
beaver hat 

The King ai^oached, and, as soon as he saw her, 
sharply reined up his iron-gray charger, sending, the 
scattered snow over the lady. 

"Sire," said Aiu-ora, "I have never been a supplicant 
before; will you not make it a little easy for a beg^r 
and — a woman?" 

It was not quite what she had intended to say, and 
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her voice faltered more than she had meant it to, fco* 
^e was taken aback by the magnificent appearance and 
curious personality of the man to whom she spoke. 

The King, with his plain uniform, black satin stock, 
remarkable face of immobile, almost displeasing beauty, 
was totally different to her preconceived notions of 
Karl. 

He had himself so weH in hand that be did not even 
change color at her address; he touched his hat in a 
stiff military salute, turned his horse, deftly, and rode 
back the way he had come. 

It was a long while since the angry blood had rushed 
into Aurora's face as it did now, coloring her fair skin 
from throat to forehead. 

"So that is the King of Sweden F' she murmured. 
She shivered in her heavy furs and mounted her car- 
riage, gazing after the figure of the departing horseman, 
clear against the pale tints of a sky colored with the 
first blue of a Northern spring. 

She could do nothing but leave the- scene of her de- 
feat, but she did not accept her discomfiture as final; 
at least now she knew bis person and could judge him, 
perhaps manage him better in consequence. 

He was her own countryman, yet this type of the 
pure Scandinavian was fresh to her, after the many years 
she had lived abroad, and the fairness, hardness, and 
strength of this man repelled her; he was as powerful 
as Augustus and far more healthy ; he sat his horse like 
a creature of steel and iron, at one with the magnificent 
creature he rode in power and purpose. 

No passions had ever marked his face, which ex- 
pressed nothing but an unfeeling calm and complete 
courage. 

It would be impossible to believe that that countenance 
could ever look on the thing it feared. 

Aurora sighed ; in her heart she admitted that she had 
never dealt yet with a man of that quality; it would 
be the greater triumph to make him swerve, if only 
for a second, from his inhuman fortitude. >oqIc 
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The next time the King of Sweden went abroad he 
found himself some miles from the village, and in a 
narrow road face to face with a horse-woman who 
took oflF her traveling mask and revealed the lovely 
features of Aurora von Konigsmarck. "Now will you 
speak to me, sire?" she asked gravely, almost coldly. 

At least he looked at her ; she directly barred his padi 
and he could not have turned, as he had done before, 
without glancing at her; his steady blue eyes stared at 
her with calm repugnance. 

She was wrapped in a heavy white horseman's 
cloak, with gray fur gauntlets and a black beaver hat; 
her bright curls fell into the heavy folds of the cloth, 
and her face looked pale and delicate as a snowdrop 
above her winter attire; she rode a fine black horse, 
and her saddle and harness were ornamented, in the 
Polish fashion, with brilliant colors of red, yellow, and 
blue. 

"I am Aurora von Konigsmarck," she added, in the 
same tone ; her soft eyes were steady as those that gazed 
at her so coldly. 

"Madame, I recognized you—there is no other lady 
would trouble to set herself in my pajh," replied the 
King. 

"Your Majesty is greatly to be feared and greatly to 
be admired," said Aurora. "Do you not wonder at my 
coiu'age in venturing to address you, sire?" 

"You consider yourself invincible. Countess," he 
replied, "therefore yoiu* courage is only a sense of 
security." 

She was studying him eagerly under the broad lids 
that drooped so indifferently over her brilliant eyes; her 
purpose had gone into the background of her mind ; she 
was not thin^ng of him as the King of Sweden who 
held the fate of her master in his hand, hut as a man 
who might or might not be won, and she noted his 
size, his fairness, the severity of his dress, his curious 
face, his colorless voice with a growing sense of antipathy 
and hopelessness. ,- , 
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"I only ask for the charity of a few words speech," 
she said in French, and then she recalled that thou^ 
he was acquainted with that language he obstinately 
refused to speak it, and she added hastily in Swedish, 
"Will you not hear me, sire, a few moments ?" 

He checked his horse that pawed the ground impatient 
to proceed, and gave Aurora a chilling look. 

"On what subject should you have to speak to me?" 
he demanded. 

The Countess flushed, for all her self-command; she 
would liked to have given him a glance as freezing as 
his own, and have ridden away before he did so; she 
hated htm for the disadvantage she was at — obUged to 
conduct this interview on horseback, muffled in a heavy 
mantle, in the open air and keen cold, half her graces 
concealed, half her charms useless. 

"Has your Majesty's success and glory taught you only 
to be cruel to the unfortunate?" she asked, with a quiver 
in her voice. 

"On what matter could you have to speak to me?" 
repeated the King; he gave a short unexpected lat^, 
and she was starred to see how it spoilt and rendered 
unpleasant his handsome face. Aurora's hand was 
forced. 

"I come from the King of Poland^" she said, with 
dignity. 

"You could not come on a more hopeless errand, 
then," he replied. "I discuss no poUtics with wtMnen, 
Countess." 

"I am more in the Kng of Poland's confidence than 
any of his ndnisters," she declared boldly. 

"That," he said curtty, "is well known." 

Aurora controlled herself, but her hands shook on 
the reins; never had she been treated so boorishly by 
any man. 

"I come on a mission so delicate there was no one 
else could have been trusted with it," she answered. 
"You, sire, are not rendering my task pleasant to me." 

"Therefore I would have avoided you, Madame," said 
Karl 
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"I have been trusted l^ King Augustus with this 
misMon " 

A took of scorn flashed over the Swede's impassive 
face. 

"Does Augustus think I shall find you dangerous? 
Believe me, I do not" 

Aurora quivered under the calm insult ; all her weaptms 
seemed powerless before the freezing indifference of this 
boy ; she felt as at a loss as any inexperienced girl mi^t 
have dcHie. 

"Augustus offers peace," she said desperately, 
almost choking over the words. "Augustus begs for 
peace." 

Karl's proud eyes gleamed for a second, and his full 
lips curled. 

"Madame," he replied, "I will discuss peace in 
Varsovia." 

Before this implacable front j^urora ^irank; he meant 
then to take the capital? 

She knew that Augustus could not defend Varsovia, 
and her quick mind foresaw the last misery of a flight 
to Saxony; she was quite aware that the Poles would 
probably tolerate Karl at least as peacefully as they did 
Augustus, and that the latter's chances of retaining the 
crown were indeed desperate, 

"Nay," she said faintly, flinging back her head with 
a womanish gesture, and holding out one little hand, 
from which she had stripped the heavy glove, in an 
attitude of appeal. "Can one so great be so hard to 
the fallen?" 

This was not the kind of compliment that flattered 
the iron pride of Karl; it always irritated him that 
anyone should believe him capable of being moved by 
fukome flattery, and it was his particular weakness to 
conader himself impervious to the wiles of man or 
woman. 

"Your horse will take cold, Madame," he said. "I 
give you good day." 

He saluted and was turning away; Aurora thought 
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of her last card that was to have been played in such 
a different manner, with so much more of finesse and 
address. 

"I was empowered to treat on the subject of — General 
Patkul," she stammered. 

At that name Karl did stop and turn his head; he 
seemed amazed and almost as if about to be betrayed 
into passionate speech, but he controlled himself. 

"Would Augustus surrender Patkul?" he asked, in 
a curious tone. 

Aurora could not answer; she felt as if she had com- 
mitted an incredible baseness. 

"He would, eh?" added Karl, with a look that was 
like a blow in the face to the proud woman to whom 
it was directed. 

"So that is your errand?" continued the King, still 
fixing her with a hard and merciless stare that became 
increasingly contemptuous. 

"I have not stated my errand," replied Aurora; her 
eyes flashed to meet his and the blood stained her 
face. "From the manner in which your Majesty treats 
a woman, I do not think you would be tender with a 
rebel — need we therefore be so nice in discussing General 
Patkul?" 

"It is not in my nature to he tender," said the King, 
with his ugly smile. "I shall not be merciful either 
with Patkul nor yet with Augustus of Saxony." 

"Your Majesty makes a boast of cruelty, then? I 
had hoped one of your nobleness would have been satis- 
fied by having your enemy your supplicant" 

Her bosom heaved beneath the rough mantle and her 
face was beautiful in her sincere indignation, flushed 
and vivid with feeling and emotion; but she might 
have been a hag for all the effect she bad on Karl of 
Sweden. 

"Peace in Varsovia, Madame," he repeated sternly, 
and turned and galloped away down the frosty road, 
this time wiliiout a salutation. 

Aurora gazed after the disappearing figure with eyes 
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dimmed by tears of passionate rage; she was cold and 
trembling, never had she believed herself capable of 
any passion as strong as the hatred now inspired in 
her haughty heart by this young man. 

"A herd" she fiiought, "a boorish boyl a rude 
churl I" 

Slowly she turned back to her lodging; useless to 
expose herself to further mortification — it would be 
only to repeat her failure, only to madden herself for 
nodiing. 

She must return to Varsovia and tell At^stus of her 
humiliation. 

The future appeared to her desperate; she did not 
even care to thiijc of it; this adamant and implacable 
prince clearly meant to conquer both Poland and 
Saxony. 

Aurora saw her whole world tumbling into the dust 
of chaos; this man would be the master of her fate; 
and she could do nothing with him ; he had looked at her 
with — first indifference, then contempt, and always as if 
she had been old and ugly. 

In Augustus she had no hope; she knew that he 
was at the end of his resources, and he had no personal 
qualities with which to inspire confidence; she foresaw 
that his bewildered policies would lead to a total over- 
dirow of his fortunes, and that his submission would 
partake of the nature of panic and thereby further gild 
the triumph of Karl. 

She felt angry with her lover for the failure that had 
placed her in such a position of unendurable humiliatioa 
and insecurity. 

In her bitterness, as she rode slowly along the hard 
lonely road, the cold sides above her and the unawa- 
kened landscape barren and still frozen about her, her 
dominant thought was a regret, almost passionate regret, 
that she had not attached her fortunes to those of a 
more successful man than Augustus of Saxony. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE unhappy Augustus went swiftly on the path 
of disaster ; when Aurora von Konigsmarck 
failed and returned making the best she could 
of a poor tale, the King-Elector appealed to the Diet 
still sitting at Varsovia, by means of one of his partisans, 
the Palatine of Marienbour^. 

He asked that the army of Poland might be placed 
at his disposition, promising to pay the men two quarters 
in advance, and requested permission to bring to the 
defense of the country 12,000 Saxons. 

Cardinal Radziekowski, Archbishop of Gnesne, Prime 
Minister of the Realm, and President of the Diet, the 
most powerful enemy of Augustus, and the most active 
partisan of the Sobieski, the family of the last King 
of Poland, was eager enough to seize this opportunity 
of insulting a king elected against his wish and who 
was an object of his keen personal dislike; the answer 
he returned to the Palatine of Marienbourg was dry and 
hard. 

"His Majesty was advised not to bring any Saxons 
into Poland as the Diet was on the point of sending an 
embassy to the King of Sweden." 

In this extremity Augustus resolved to throw him- 
self once more on the mercy of Karl ; he privately sent 
a chamberlain to the Swedish camp to inquire how and 
where the conqueror would receive an envoy from him- 
self and from Poland. 

This secret ambassador suffered an even severer 
reception than that which had been accorded to the 
Countess von Konigsmarck; as the formality of the 
passport had been overlooked Karl put the chamber- 
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lain in prison without seeing him, declaring that while 
be might listen to the Republic he would not hear any- 
thing from King Augustus. 

The only consolation that this unfortunate prince had 
in his disasters was that of seeing that the Republic was 
treated almost as harshly as himself. 

Karl received the five senators sent by the Diet in 
his tent near Grodno, with a pomp that was unusual 
to him — surrounded by his dragoons and generals, 
seated on a throne, and clad in a rich uniform with 
damascened cuirass ; but the two spokesmen, Tarlo 
and Galesky, could, after all, only obtain from him the 
sentence with which he had sent away Aurora von 
Konigsmarck that he would "discuss peace in Var- 
sovia," 

Flooding the country with manifestos, in which he 
declared that his cause was identical with that of Poland, 
and that his arms were directed solely against the Saxon, 
Karl marched on the capital. 

His propaganda was insidiously aided by the Cardinal 
Primate, and by those numerous senators who were 
either secretly of his interest or actively opposed to 
Augustus, who remained abandoned by all save the few 
nobles who were of his party and the envoys of Peter, 
the Pope, and the Emperor. His orders to the Polish 
nobility to take arms with their followers and come to 
his assistance were ignored while the Poles hesitated, 
watching with more satisfaction tlian dismay, the daily 
advance of the conqueror. 

Even those senators loyal to Augustus would not con- 
sent to his calling in his Saxons, but he had secretly 
commanded the 12,000 he had asked for to advance to 
his aid, and had recalled another Sooo that he had prom- 
ised to the Emperor to use against France. 

He knew that to do this was to violate the Polish 
law that did not allow him more than 10,000 foreign 
troops, and that he was risking a revolt throughout the 
country, but his necessity was desperate, and he believed 
that he had now little to lose in Poland. 1- i 
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While he was waiting for the arrival of these troops 
he left Varsovia and went from one Palatinate of 
Poland to the other, endeavoring to secure the nobility 
on his behalf, and to raise some sort of an army witii 
which to face the conqueror. Meanwhile, Karl arrived 
before Varsovia, which, not fortified and without a gar- 
rison, opened her gates at once. 

The victor contented himself with disarming the 
citizens and exacting the moderate tribute of 100,000 
francs. 

Among the first to present himself before the Swedish 
King was Cardinal Radziekowski, who had left Var- 
sovia to withdraw to his residence at Lowitz. 

Karl received him, without pomp or ceremony, in his 
headquarters, which he had established at Praga, near 
the capital. 

The Cardinal Primate looked at this youthful hero 
with a curiosity equal to that with which Aurora vc»i 
Konigsmarck had first gazed at him, and with the same 
desperate desire and eager hope to turn him to his own 
ends. 

These ends were directly in opposition to those of 
the fair Countess; he labored to overthrow the crown 
she wished at all costs to preserve. Karl was stand- 
ing with his brother-in-law, Count Piper, and several 
generals, distinguished from the others by his height 
and the plainness of his attire; he wore his heavy blue 
clotii coat with gilt leather buttons, black satin cravat, 
white breeches, hi^ boots, and leather gloves that 
came to the elbows; he had his hair short, in contrast 
to the flowing perukes of the other gentlemen, and his 
still beardless face was browned above his fair proper 
complexion. He advanced to meet the Cardinal with 
an air of friendliness, but there was but little change 
in his cold countenance and the steady gleam of his 
blue eyes. 

The Cardinal felt chilled, and faltered a little in the 
high-flown compliments that he had prepared to salute 
the conqueror. Coo>'lc 
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"You have come to speak of peace?" asked Karl, cut- 
ting short his speech. 

"Your Majesty," replied the Cardinal, with some 
difficulty, rallying his wits in face of this personality so 
imusual and so imexpected, "Your Majesty promised 
peace in Varsovia." 

"I promised to discuss peace in Varsovta," replied the 
young conqueror, "and I shall keep my word." 

The Cardinal bowed his head ; it was difficult to know 
what to say before- such imperious abruptness. 

"Your Eminence represents Poland?" added Karl. 

"All save that portion that remains with King 
Augustus," replied the cautious priest. 

"You are of the Sobieski party?" demanded tiie King. 

"Sire, I have striven to be of no party, but the servant 
of Poland." 

Karl smiled; he was tolerably well acquainted with 
the intrigues and factions of the Republic, and, though 
he disdained politics, on this occasion he had allowed 
Count Piper to meddle in the affairs of Poland, greatly 
to his own advantage. He glanced at the Duke of Hol- 
stein-Gottorp. 

"We have not come to impose terms on Poland, have 
we?" he said briefly, then turned again to the Cardinal 
without waiting for the young Duke's assent "My 
quarrel is not with Poland." 

"We are, indeed," replied the Cardinal, with some 
dignity, "unconscious of any offense towards your 
Majesty." 

"But your King," said Karl, "waged on me a most 
unjust and aggressive war. He must make reparation." 

"Sire," answered the Cardinal, with secret exultation, 
"he is in no condition to refuse your Majesty's terms." 

"We have not yet come to the discussion of my 
terms," responded the King, with an increase of his 
freezing hauteur. "If your Eminence is the mouth- 
piece of your country — I have only this to say — that I 
will give Poland peace when she has elected another 
Kins." ,oglc 
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No words could have been more grateful to Cardinal 
Radziekowski, who was the adherent of the Sobieski, 
and the man who had, in default of James Sobieski, 
rendered too unpopular by the memory of his father's 
faults to be a possible candidate for the PoUsh throne, 
caused the Prince of Conti to be elected, and would 
have crowned him but for the power of Saxon arms 
and Saxon money. 

"You may teU, sir, your palatines and nobles tias 
news," added Karl curtly. "If they require peace they 
know the means by which they can attain it" 

He moved away in a manner which seemed to ter- 
minate the interview that bad not lasted more than a 
few moments; but the Cardinal Primate hardly noticed 
die abruptness of his dismissal in his satisfaction at the 
news he could now carry all over Poland, with a fair 
certainty of dethroning Augustus. 

"This priest," remarked Karl to his brother-in-law, 
"will save us much trouble. The Poles will themselves 
cast oS the Saxon." 

He looked as he spoke at one of the officers who had 
remained in the window-place during his interview with 
the Cardinal. 

This was a young man of a frank and plea^i^ coim- 
tenance and attired very richly, Stanislaus Leczinskt, 
Palatine of Posen, and one of the first Poles to join 
Sweden; his behavior was stained by some ingratittide 
towards Augustus, to whom he owed his fortune, but 
whose election he had opposed on the ground that no 
foreigner should rule over Poland. 

Karl had already shown a marked interest in this 
young man, who was in most things more youthful than 
himself though eight years his senior. 

It pleased his peculiar pride to give his friendship 
to one who could in no wise requite it; and just be- 
cause Stanislaus had little influence in Poland and 
could be of no assistance worth considering to Karl, 
that monarch favored him above the Sobieski and 
Sapieha whose power might have been of immense 
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service to him; Stanislaus had held the ofEce of 
treasurer under Augustus, but had little weight in 
politics beyond that given by eloquence and hardi- 
hood. 

It was to this young noble who had so early reported 
himself at the camp of the victor to whom Karl now 
addressed himself. 

"Do you not think," he asked keenly, "that Augustus 
will soon be dethroned?" 

"I. think, sire, that he will, when he is desperate, 
fight," replied Stanislaus. "When the Cardinal Primate 
make public your Majesty's ultimatum, the Elector will 
make an effort to redeem his fortunes." 

"I hope so," said Kajl dryly; "he needs a further 
lesson. Is he not now at Cracovia?" 

It was Coimt Piper who zinswered. 

"The last advices are, sire, that he has gathered the 
nobility of that province about him, and awaits the 
arrival of the Saxon troops." 

"We will advance on Cracovia," said Karl calmly, 
"and when we have taken that city, we will decide the 
question of the crown of Poland." 

With these words, spoken too dryly to savour of 
pomp or bombast, Karl smiled at the young Palatine 
of Posen, and left the room with a brief salute to the 
others. 

"He will make himself King of Poland," said Stanis- 
laus Leczinski, as the door closed. 

"He will not," answered Count Piper, with a toudi 
of sarcasm in his voice. "That would be too ordinary 
an exploit to please His Majesty's temper." 

"What can he do more astonishing or more mag- 
nificent than to take a crown from his enemy's brow 
to place on his own!" exclaimed the young Palatine, 
turning his frank, pleasant face towards the Swede. 
"And I for the first," he added, with genuine admira- 
tion in his voice, "would be ready to acclaim him in the 
greatness that he has so nobly won." 

"You do not know the King," said Count Piw 
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dryly. "His pride is to be the arbiter of other men's 
destinies — ^he would not consider himself made greater 
by another crown; his is a lofty pride, and a strict if 
bard code of honor; he would disdain to turn a de- 
fensive and punitive war into one of conquest You 
will see that, as in the treaty with Denmark, he will ask 
nothing for himself — unless it be one thing." 

"And that?" asked Stanislaus. 

"John Rheingold PatkuL" 

"The Czar's envoy I" 

"To Karl a rebel — and undoubtedly the Ljvonian 
was the arch-consinrator in this plot to despoil 
Sweden." 

Stanislaus did not reply; his secret sympathies were 
with Patkul, whom he believed to be sincerely work- 
ing for his own oppressed country, but his interest and 
his admiration lay with Karl; the strange figure of the 
young conqueror fascinated his chivalrous and ardent 
nature, and he had been flattered by the notice of so 
remarkable a man. 

His wish to see Karl King of Poland was sincere; 
this was the type of king he desired for a country to 
which he was attached with a strong affection; he had 
never liked the indolent good-natured Saxon. 

"Naturally," added Count Piper, with a glance at the 
Swedish officers, "I shall do my utmost to persuade His 
Majesty to accept the crown of Poland if it is offered 
to him ; it would be a safe, sound step that would bring 
Sweden some return for the expense of this war — but 
the King," he added with meaning, "is not likely to 
take my advice." 

The Palatine did not think any the worse of Karl 
for this; he was headstrong and independent himself, 
and could appreciate that a man in the position of in- 
toxicating glory occupied by the King of Sweden woiild 
refuse to be led by the advice of a mere politician. 

"Periiaps," he said, with his native pleasantness, "we 
may be able to move His Majesty to our wishes." 

Smiting, be picked up his gaily-feathered hat; and want 
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out to find the King who he knew at this hour would 
be taking one of his lonely rides round Fraga. 

The action of Augustus was exactly tiiat predicted 
by Stanislaus Leczinsla. 

When the Cardinal Primate informed the Diet that 
it was necessary to bow to the will of the conqueror 
and dethrone the Elector of Saxony, that Prince resolved 
on a desperate battle for his kingdom, and advanced 
to meet Kart who was marching from Varsovia, the 
new capital, to Cracovia, the ancient ca|ntal which had 
been chosen as the Saxon headquarters. 

Karl had 12,000 men, {ucked Swedish troops; Augus- 
tus, his own soldiers having arrived, had 30,000, of 
whom 20,000 were those that had lately arrived from 
his own electorate, and the rest the Poles who had re- 
mained faithful to him during his reverses. 

In numbers he was therefore greatly superior to the 
King of Sweden, and the Saxons were as well equipped, 
armed, and trained as the Swedes, but such was the 
respect inspired by the invincible Karl that Augustus 
went to meet his fate with a heavy heart 

"Why does the Czar do nothi:^?" asked Aurora pas- 
sionately, when her lover took leave of her. 

"What of his hordes of Muscovites?" she added. 

Augustus smiled sadly. 

"Those troops he has sent I should be better with- 
out," he replied. "Peter trains his men — I know not 
when he will be ready. Think not of aid from him, 
dear heart." 

The proud-hearted woman clasped her fair arms 
round his bravery of satin and steel, and raised her 
sad countenance to the kind handsome face that looked 
at her so tenderly. 

But no words of love or softness left her beautiful 
lips. 

"If you do not defeat the King of Sweden, I think 
' that I shall never forgive you," she said fiercely. 

Augustus, harassed, perplexed, and overwhelmed, toc^ 
leave of her with less than his usual affection. 
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Helenc D'Einsiedel ga*c inm a gentler "God-speed," 
while she thanked God in her heart that Patkai was 
in Russia; fax away, but safe from the approaching 
horror of battle, thought the poor girl, as she watehed 
the army leave Cracovia. 

In a few days came the news that Augustus had 
met Karl at Klissow, and that despite a desperate re- 
sistance and heroic bravery, had suflEered a complete 
reverse, his stores, Sigs, artillery, falling into the hands 
of the Swedes who drove him before them in headlong 
fUght 

Karl entered Cracovia as he had entered Varsovia, 
overwhelmed atl by the sheer terror of his arms, estab- 
lished a Swedish garrison, taxed the town 100,000 
rix-dollars, and proceeded to follow Augustus who fled 
towards Marienbourg. 

Livid with anger and despair Aurora von Kontgs- 
marck had rushed from room to room of the palace, 
snatching her jewels, her gold and silver ornaments, 
her tapestries and clothes, calling together her maids, 
p^es, dogs, and monkeys, and in hasty retreat with 
coaches and baggage-mules, fled to Lublin, accom- 
panied by Mdle. D'Einsiedel, whose entire being 
was occupied in prayers for the safebr of General 
Patkul. 

When the weary women reached their new place of 
refi^ they were relieved by the news that Augustus 
had a respite. 

Karl, hotly pursuing his enemy, had fallen from his 
horse and broken his leg, which necessitated hts return 
to Cracovia and would keep him confined several weeks 
to his bed. 

"Now — if you have a man's courage and a prince's 
spirit — is your opportunity," wrote Aurora, in a fiery 
letter to the vanquished Prince, who was striving 
to gather tc^^ether once more his resources at Marien- 
bourg. 
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BOOK V 
THE ELECTOR AUGUSTUS 

"Victrices copias aliam laturns io ortwrn."— Lucah, 
CHAPTER I 

THE Czar Peter listened in silence to the news 
from Poland; he had appeared lately to have 
forgotten the war, and to have become entirely 
absorbed in the building of hi^ new city and fort on 
the mud-banks of the Neva. 

Anxious to break the spirit of the Malo-Russians who 
had diown themselves restive under his autocratic rule, 
he had transported thousands of these men whose forced 
labor was draining the morass as a preliminary to the 
foundations of the new city. 

That hundreds of them died through the unhealthful- 
ness of the district and the hard conditions of their life 
was nothing to the Czar. 

He had decided that the new capital was to be called 
St Petersburg, and that the great fortress therein was 
to be named St Peter and St Paul and used for the 
burial-place of the Czars of Russia, instead of the church 
of St Michael in Moscow. 

When General Fatkul joined his master at the little 
house called Marli, he found, to his great disappoint- 
ment, that Peter exhibited a moody indifference with 
regard to the war and the astonishing conquests of 
KarlXlL 
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He was now often in his carpenter's shed dressed like 
a Dutch skipper, and workii^ with his hands. 

"Karl could not do this," he said one day to Pat- 
kul, who was surveying his occupation with some dis- 
may. 

"Do what, sire?" asked the Livonian. 

Peter touched the planes and lathes on the carpenter's 
bench. 

"This," he said. "No, he could tiot turn a table-I^ — 
nor found a city." 

"He can conquer kingdoms," said Patkul bitterly 
enough. 

Peter leant back against the rough wall of the shed; 
his short, soft, dusky curls were Imtging over his eyes; 
his e]q>ressive charming face was pale and tired; his 
large dark eyes full of a veiled fire; his blue blouse 
was open on a fine cambric slurt (he was always very 
nice in his linen) and his breeches and woolen stock- 
ings were covered with sawdust and chips of wood. 

He looked at Patkul kindly. 

"Do you think that what that man does will endure?" 
he asked. 

"Conquests have endured, sire, nations have been en- 
slaved for generations through the exploits of a man 
like this." 

The Czar was not thinking of the freedom of future 
generations; he meant to build a great nation, not a 
free one. 

"Sweden can never hold the Baltic Provinces," he re- 
plied. 

"Who is to prevent him?" 

"I shall," said Peter. 

Patkul looked earnestly at the Czar, as if to discover 
if he spoke in jest or earnest. 

"Well," added Peter, with narrowed eyes and signs of 
a rising temper, "Do you not think I shall yet utterly 
crush tiie Swede? I have had my lesson, Patkul." 

He seized a knife and stabbed moodily at the car- 
penter's bench before him. Coo"lc 
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"Your Majesty has the genius to profit by it," said 
Patkul gravely, 

"All my battles are not going to be like Narva," c<m- 
tinued the Czar. "I have leamt something of war. 
The King of Poland is a fool. Why did he not train 
ray Muscovites?" 

"He told me, sire, that he had no officers, and com- 
plained that the Russians were out of hand and ravaging 
Lithuania." 

"I hope they may lay it waste from end to end," 
said Peter. "At the same time, if any ever return 
to Rus^a, I will have them Imouted for disobedi- 
ence." 

He frowned as he thought of Augustus, a character 
that intensely irritated him; the elegant splendid 
Elector and the savage Czar had been only able to 
tolerate each other when both had been intoxicated; only 
in debauchery had they anything in common. 

"He is a fool," repeated the Czar. "If he had kept 
to tiie treaty of Birsen, Karl would have been ruined 
by now." 

"He tacked both money and means," said Patkul, who 
had a certain friendship for Augustus, and a clear un- 
derstanding of his difficulties. 

"I think, are, you can hardly conceive how he was, 
and is, hampered by the Polish Diet and families like 
the Sapieha." 

"He should punish them all. Had I been King of 
Poland, by now there woUld not be a rebel left," an- 
swered Peter gloomily. "What is the merit of govern- 
ing if one cannot overcome opposition?" 

Patkul remembered the fate of the Strelitz who had 
ventured to oppose the Czar's innovations, and the 
vengeance he had taken on his own wife and sister; 
certainly Peter knew how to make himself both feared 
and obeyed. 

"Poland is in reality a Republic," said the Livonian, 
"and Augustus is not free, even to punish." 

"Ah, Poland!" exclaimed the Czar impatiently. 
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"What matter the taws and constitution of Poland? 
She can be dismembered as easily as that," and he 
pulled apart a piece of wood he had snatched up in his 
strong fingers. 

"The King of Sweden may take the crown of Poland," 
said Patkul, thinking to rouse the Czar. 

"And invade Saxony, and fri^ten the Elector's 
6ddlers and dainty ladies !" laughed Peter. 

"And invade Russia, sire." 

Peter rose. 

"That is his design?" 

"I am sure of it" 

"Well, we have a little time in which to drill our 
armies." 

"Sire, not so long." 

Peter smiled; he still did not seem greatly stirred 
by the account of the exploits of Karl. 

"Is he not at Cracovia with a broken leg, eh, 
Patkul?" 

"He mends fast; he is a creature of iron, and, once 
he is in the field again, Augustus will be driven before 
him as he was before." 

"Curse the Saxon," exclaimed Peter, with sudden 
violence. "Had I faced Karl with 20,000 trained 
troops I had sent this Swede reeUng backwards in his 
tracks!" 

He spoke with a passion and a simple grandeur that 
wanned Patkul's heart with some glimmerings of hope, 
unlikely as it seemed to him that out of the chaos ^t 
was Russia even Peter could raise an army that would 
overthrow the Swede, before whose arms die finest 
troops in Europe had broken, 

"Klissow was extraordinary, sire," he said. **The 
Saxons had never a chance " 

"And the Poles?" 

"They broke and fled at the first cannonade." 

Peter made an impatient gesture. 

"And Augustus still thin^ to raise an army from 
these materials?" ^ CooqIc 
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"He is at Lublin or Marienbourg, sire, endeavoring 
to rouse the Palatinates." 

"Oh, he had better return to Dresden and amuse 
himself with his toes," said Peter contemptuously. 

"Karl would not leave him in peace, even in 
Dresden." 

"He will grovel?" asked Peter, 

"I think he will," replied Patkul. "He sent the 
Countess von Konigsmarck to make terms. I know this, 
although the matter was kept secret." 

"A fribble and a fool!" cried Peter. "Have I ever 
had a chance, Patkul, with two such allies? This 
Saxon weakling — and Denmark, what does Den- 
mark do?" 

"He maintains a prudent silence, sire, and respects 
the treaty he dare not break." 

"A couple of dogs, of spiritless dogs!" said Peter 
6ercely. "But I, my friend, do not need either of them. 
The issue lies between Sweden and me," 

He paused, and fixed his dark powerful glance on 
the slight, energetic figure and resolute face of his 
general 

"Do you think," he asked, in a quiter tone, "that 
this man's work is to be compared to mine? I con- 
struct — he destroys. Is it easier to knock down a house 
with cannon or to build it up, carefully, brick by brick, 
with your own proper hands? And which is the more 
useful to mankind? I make Russia and Karl destroys 
Sweden." 

"But these conquests will enrich — as did those of the 
great Gustavus." 

"Nay, he does not fight for trade, for liberty, for 
the advancement of his people — for forts or markets, 
but for the empty fame of armies; he drains Sweden 
of men and money — to tiie point of exhaustion — for 
what? That he may make Europe stare at barren 
conquests." 

Peter, roused, as was his capricious manner, sud- 
denly from a gloomy indifference to a deep enthusiasm 
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— from melancholia, almost despair, to firm self-reliance 
and confidence — ^spoke with a power and a force that en- 
couraged as it impressed Patkul, who hailed the man of 
genius and the great ruler in this young man in the 
peasant's blouse who paced amid the litter of a work- 
man's shed; would to God, he thought, the Czar could 
always have his faith in himself, this dear outlook, this 
patience and calm judgment. 

"All these lands wUl belong to Holy Russia," con- 
tinued the Czar. "Aye, and Poland too; his glory shall 
vanish, leaving but a name for children's tales. I shall 
leave a power that will fight the world." 

He smiled, mournfully, almost tenderly, at Patkul. 

"Are you dismayed at the progress of this Swede?" 
he asked, "and at my inaction? Do you think I show 
poorly beside his glory?" 

He ste{^d up to the Livonian and laid a band on 
the sleeve of his rich uniform. 

"Look you, Patkul," he said, with a noble air far re- 
moved from boasting, "he takes Varsovia and Cracovia 
— but I built St. Petersburg! He sets his heel on 
Poland, I give my hand to Russia, and raise her up — a 
nation among luttions." 

Patkul was both moved and comforted. 

"Ah, sire, would that you were always in this 
mood!" 

A shadow passed over the Czar's expressive face; 

"Sometimes the devils get hold of me," he muttered, 
"and nothing on earth seems real. When this war 
is over, I shall travel again. I should have seen 
Venice," he added, irrelevantly, "had not tiiat re- 
bellion of the Strelitz called me back — ^think, a ctty <m 
the seal I, too, will have my city on the sea. A pity 
that Gordon died — he was a good man, a keen solcUer. 
a faithful envoy. Poor Gordon, but I gave him a 
fine funeral." 

"Your Majesty is as well served now," said Patkul 
gently. 

"I know," replied Peter warmly and affet^onatelv. 
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"And those who serve me well shall be well re- 
warded" 

"Your Majesty's success would reward me suffici- 
«it!y," said the Livonian simply. "Could I see the 
Swede defeated and my country freed " ' 

Peter interrupted. 

"If you do not go down in these wars you wiU see 
Sweden ruined. As for your country — I shall be an 
easier master than Karl, if only because of my frieid- 
ship to you," he added, with a smile. 

With this Patkul had to be contented, nay, grateftd; 
perhaps in his innermost heart was a misgiving that 
Peter might prove as stem a tryant as ever Karl or 
his father had been; he admired the Czar, he was fond 
of him, but he had not been able to deceive himself 
as to the terrible aspects of Peter's character ; he knew 
of his excesses, his cruelties, his fierce venge!uices; it 
might have occurred to him that he was but devoting 
his life to rescue his unfortunate country from one 
master to place her under another, and that there could 
not be much liberty under the autocratic rule of Peter, 
but he trusted, with something of the faith of despera- 
tion, in the Czar's love of progress and enlightenment, 
and hoped that a man so remarkable would by degrees 
reform himself as he reformed others. 

There was, however, a shadow on his pleasant expres- 
Mve face as Peter pronounced these words that referred 
to the future fate of his beloved Livonia. 

The searchiiLg, though wild and mournful gaze of the 
Czar noted the shade that clouded the ardor of his 
general's look. 

"Patkul," he said, "believe in me." 

The Livonian eagerly seized and eagerly pressed to 
his lips the work-worn hand of the Czar. 

"Did I not believe in you, sire, I could not liv^" 
he said quietly, but with intense feeling. 

Peter smiled. 

"Come into the house." he answered. 

The two men, the Czar in his workman's appard 
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and Patkul in the splendid unifcMrn of a Rusdan 
soldier, entered the litde house called Marli, 

In tiie room on the ground floor a meal was laid, 
roughly, yet many of the articles were of carved gdd 
and beaten silver. 

By the window where the late lilacs hung their blos- 
soms from their thicket of dose-packed leaves against 
the casement, Patkul saw his country-woman, now no 
longer Marpha, but baptized into the Orthodox Church 
by the name of Katherina. 

She wore a handsome Russian dress of green velvet 
and orange-colored silk, both embroidered with gold; a 
long white gauze veil with a pearl edging hung from her 
stiff satin head-dress. 

She was seated in a clumsy attitude, eating sweet- 
meats; neither her hands nor her face were clean, and 
already prosperity, idleness, and good-living were 
coarsening and spoiling her opulent beauty. 

Patkul, looking at her, marveled at Peter; he was 
used to the refined loveliness of women like Aurora 
von Konigsmarck, and to a court where women such 
as the Livonian would not have been tolerated as 
chambermaids. 

Prince Mentchikoff entered, very splendid in Euro- 
pean clothes, with a great curling peruke and a star 
on his breast, and looking very much like a courtier of 
King Louis. 

Peter eyed him with satisfaction. 

"My Lord Carmarthen had such a coat as that," he 
said, fingering the skirts of heavy gray silk. "Do you 
remember, Danilovitch, what a fine gentleman he was? 
I should like to see him again — and his boat — that was 
a fine boat, Danilovitch." 

"When the war is over we will go again to Ei^- 
land," replied Mentchikoff. "They are the most sensible 
people in the world, and live in the most comfortable 
fashion." 

"Yet 'in too confined and precise a way," returned 
Peter. "Nothing is to be dianged or upset or altered." 
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"Having achieved a fortunate constiturion, under 
which it is a happiness to live," said Patkul, "they are 
jealous to preserve it, and this temper shows in small 
things." 

The Tartar servant brought in the dinner; several 
kinds of drink, kvas, and pungent liquors, boiled cab- 
bage and beetroot, pickled cucumbers and a great dish 
of parboiled fish, another of stewed meat. 

The four took their places. 

Katherina smiled pleasantly and placidly at every one ; 
her breath already smelt of brandy, and she began drink- 
ing before she ate; her finery was stained with grease, 
for she was as often as not in the kitchen among the 
pots, and stale sugar disfigured her veil. 

Patkul sat opposite to her, and his glance rested 
puzzled on this woman who had so entirely fasci- 
nated a man like Peter — perhaps the greatest man in 
Europe. 

She accompanied him everywhere he went now; it 
was believed that he was going to marry her, even to 
make her his Empress if he could divorce Eudoxia; 
she was his confidante, and it was said, his adviser, in 
everything. 

Her birth and breed made her sympadiize with his 
schemes for a reform that would humiliate the nobility, 
and with the abolition of customs. and conventions that 
made her own extraordinary elevation possible; like 
Mentchikoff, she was in favor of a new Russia where 
she could find her own fortunes ; unlike him, no motives 
of patriotism, no appreciation what the task Peter was 
endeavoring to perform, mingled with her satisfaction 
at her personal good luck. 

She was fond of the Czar; she had been as fond of 
Mentchikoff; she was ready to be as fond of any man 
whtwn it was her interest to serve; but as she could 
look no higher than Peter, her placid affections had 
concentrated on him; she was in many ways a re- 
markable wtnnan, shrewd, well-balanced, quick and 
courageous; but it was difficult to know wherein Peter 
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found the supreme attraction that caused him to be 
inseparable from her unless it was the immovable good 
nature and placid, healthy calm that took all his melan- 
cholies and caprices with a smile. 

Patkul contrasted her in his mind with HSene 
lyEinsiedel, so fair and soft and gentle; she seemed 
in his memory like a creature of another world, and his 
heart contracted with a sense of bitter loss as he re- 
called how she had come to him through the dark, 
snowy streets of Varsovia and placed her cold hands in 
his and offered him her chill lips in a mute sorrow of 
farewell. 

And he had let her go, because he had shrunk from 
bringing her to Rus^a, among such compai^ as the 
Czar kept 

But was she any hapiMer now, in flight before the 
conqueror, and in what way, save for outward gross- 
ness, was Katherina worse than Aurora von Konigs- 
marck, who pandered to a worse man, and exacted a 
higher price than did this peasant While he was asking 
himself, with some bitterness, these questions, Peter, 
hitherto absorbed in his food, suddenly spoke: 

"I shall keep you here, Patkul, Saxony is Aot worth 
your pains." 

The General flushed and started, the words came so 
pat on his reflections. 

"I wish to return, sire," he said. 

"Why?" asked Peter, with a certain annoyance, but 
Katherina good-humoredly interfered. 

"Why, let him go — his lady is there." 

Peter gave him a keen glance. 

"You are safer in Russia," he said "Never trust a 
weakling," he added shrewdly. 

"Sire," replied the Livonian, "as your envoy I -am 
safe anywhere." 

"Never trust a weakling," repeated the Czar. 

But Fat^ was resolute to return to Saxcmy. 
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CHAPTER n 

AUGUSTUS, with more enei^ than mi^t have 
been expected from his easy nature, set himself 
to redeem the disaster of Klissow. 

Having taken advantage of the accident of Karl to 
spread the news of his death, he summoned a convoca- 
tion of the Polish nobles, and in the reaction occasioned 
by the belief in the death of the terrible captain, Augus- 
tus, by promises, smiles, and largesses, gained the support 
of many of the Palatinates, who were only hesitating 
as to wh&:h was the winning side. 

The Cardinal Primate himself, who had been so eager 
to point out to the Diet the necessity of dethroning 
Augustus to placate Karl, came to Lublin and took, 
with the other magnates, the oath of allegiance to the 
Elector, 

A fresh army of 50,000 was raised before it became 
known that Karl was alive, and even in the face of 
this news it was voted that six weeks be given to the 
Swedes !n which to declare their terms for peace or 
war, and the same time to the rebel Sapieha of Lithuania, 
in which to lay down their arms. 

Meanwhile Peter showed signs of comity to his ally's 
assistance when Augustus had despaired of help from 
that quarter; moved by the energy and eloquence of 
Patkul, the Czar sent that General to put some spirit 
into the wandering Muscovite troops in Uthuania and 
Ingria, and these, reduced to some order and discipline 
by the efforts of the gallant Livonian, began to make 
vigorous attacks on the garrisons the King of Sweden 
had left behind in the conquered Provinces; and even 
Karl's veteran troops admitted that the Muscovites wm 
160 "\'V^' 
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not so entirely to be despised as they bad been led to 
believe by Narva. 

Count Ftper saw his master's glory stationary if not 
dimmed 

He did not ui^ the King to seize this moment to 
conclude a favorable peace, having already proved the 
uselessness of such advice; but he represented to him, 
as coldly as possible, that the renown won by his arms 
might suffer by his entry into the confused field of 
Polish politics, his meddling with intrigues so involved 
as to be hardly understandable by a foreigner. 

"While your Majesty waits to dethrone the King of 
Poland, Muscovy grows stronger." 

"After Poland, Russia," replied Karl from the bed 
where he lay confined with his broken leg. "But I shall 
dethrone Augustus if I stay here fifty years." 

And despite the advices of his generals he continued 
to support the Diet of Varsovia, which, acting in op- 
position to that of Lublin, had been called together by 
the intrigues of the Cardinal Primate, and endeavored 
to give expediency an air of decency by searching the 
laws for justification for actions sufficiently indicated 
hy necessity, and so giving a glow of dignity to the 
submissions exacted by the conqueror. 

Karl, whose sole amusement was hearing the Scandi- 
navian sagas read to him, and who bore his enforced 
idleness, so bitter to one of his active spirit, without 
either irritation or lament, had received greatly into 
his friendship the young Palatine of Posen, whose 
chivalrous spirit, high courage, and honorable char- 
acter were pleasing to Karl's code of manhood. His 
brother-in-law, the Duke of Holstein-Gottorp, had been 
killed at the battie of Klissow (thus in reality render- 
ing null the object of the war, which was to restore 
this prince to his domains), and the stem young King 
had no companion of his own age beyond this Polish 
noble. 

Stanislaus, frank, affable, and generous, neither pre- 
sumed on nor cringed for Karl's favor, and cherished 
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no uherior designs; he was content to see his country 
delivered from Saxon rule and hoped nothing for him- 
self from Karl's conquests. 

The Elector's gleam of prosperity was shortlived. 
As soon as Karl could mount his horse he advanced 
on the remnants of the Saxon army who, in this brief 
breathing space, had rallied from their defeat at Klissow. 

Gyllenstiema had sent from Sweden troops to the 
number of over 10,000 of whom 6000 were cavalry, and 
twenty pieces of cannon. 

The Saxons, under Steinau, fell back on Russia. 
Karl pursued them, and, swimming the river Bug at 
the head of his cavalry, fell on them at Pultask and 
utterly defeated them, Steinau and his staff being among 
the fugitives; then they marched on Thorn on the 
Vistula, where the again defeated Augustus had taken 
refuge, and proceeded to besiege the town. 

The desperate Elector contrived to escape from the 
beleaguered garrison and retired towards Saxony. 

Karl was now master of Poland; General Rehnskold 
with one division of the army holding the center of the 
country, the frontiers of Russia being guarded by other 
army corps, and Karl, with the flower of bis troops, 
camped a few miles outside Thorn. 

Nothing disturbed his glory which seemed now at 
tiie apogee; Denmark respected the treaty at Traven- 
thal and accepted in silence the near approach of his 
hereditary enemy to its frontiers; Swedish ships were 
in possession of the Baltic seas; and the arms of Karl 
threatened at once Saxony, the Empire, and Russia. 

North Europe awaited in silence the next step of this 
conqueror who, as soon as his transports with reinforce- 
ments had arrived from Sweden, proceeded to close 
round the imperial town of Thorn. 

After a splendid resistance the city capitulated on the 
third of October; Karl made a display of generosity 
by his munificence and courtesy towards Robel, the 
heroic governor, and one of meanness by taxing the 
town, already ruined by the war, far more than it could 
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afford to pay ; it was becoming more and more apparent 
that this King cared for little but wac, and knew not 
how to appreciate any but military merit. 

Dantzic and Ebling, two free and imperial towns on 
the Vistula, having been too nice in grantir^ consent 
to the passage of the Swedish reinforcements, were 
soon made to feel the terror of the conqueror's arms, 
Dantzic being forced to pay a heavy fine and Ebling 
being entered by the Swedes, soldiers quartered with 
the burghers, cannon packed in the squares, and the 
inhabitants reduced to throw themselves on their knees 
in the streets before his triumphal entry implorii^ 
mercy. 

Karl mukted the town in a large sum, seized her arms, 
and left a garrison there, proceeding, with unmoved 
grandeur, on his implacable conquests. 

The intrigues of tfie Cardinal Primate, waxing bolder 
as the fortunes of Augustus waned, succeeded in indu- 
cing the Diet to declare the Elector of Saxony incapable 
of wearing the crown of Poland. The Diet, inspired 
by the wish of the conqueror, would have crowned the 
life-long intrigues of the Cardinal with success, by offer- 
ing the throne to James Sobte^, son of the last King 
of Poland, but this Prince, together with his brother 
Constantine, was kidnapped by Saxon troops at Breslau 
and sent to close confinement in Germany. 

The assembly at Varsovia therefore foimd themselves 
bound to find another rival to Augustus. 

The Elector's fortunes now indeed seemed desperate; 
there was little more to be hoped from Saxony, where 
he had exhausted every resource, and nothing to be 
hoped from Poland, where his party had dwindled to 
a faction among factions, and where Karl was more 
absolute master than Augustus had been at the height 
of his prosperity. 

The Swede had taken up his winter quarters at 
Heilsburg in Polish Russia, and from there surveyed 
trnnfjuilly his conquests and his neighbors who regarded 
Mm with the respect of fear. ^- t 



IM KINGS-AT-ARMS 

The war, which bad now lasted four years, had been 
for him a series of unchecked victories; his anns bad 
suffered no reverse and his reputation flamed in Europe; 
there had been no such invincible captain since the 
great Omd€, and men could not remember a king who 
made a war of conquest with justice and mercy; no 
outrage, no massacre, no pillaging, or' burning, no 
excesses, large or small, could be imputed to the soldiers 
of Karl. 

He had attained, in a few years, a glory which is 
seldom the reward of a lor^ and splendid career. 

"Are you not now satisfied, sire?" asked Count Piper, 
with a real curiosity. 

Karl smiled; he was in a good humor, for he had 
made an end of the Polish intrigues and was on the 
eve of giving a new King to Poland; he gave little con- 
fidence to his minister, but continued to employ him 
as one useful in those matters so distasteful to his own 
spirit, now entirely absorbed in war. 

"You think to get me back to Stockholm, Count?" 
he asked. 

Count Piper smiled in his turn; he knew too well 
the iron obstinacy with which he had to deal to atten^t 
to persuade Karl to any design. 

"Sire," he counter-questioned, "on whom now do you 
intend to make war?" 

Karl lifted his cold blue eyes. 

"There is always the Czar." 

"But he has withdrawn himself, sire. I believe he 
cares no more about the war, despite the appeals of 
the Elector. He is absorbed in building his new city." 

"I will topple over the foundations of his city," re- 
plied the stem young King. "Piper, have you ever 
known me alter my mind? I told you some vhile since 
that I had a mind to dethrone the Czar." 

"The occupation of your Majesty's life is to be 
war?" 

"What other occupation is there for a gentleman?" 

""'^''- ,,, Google 
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Count Fiper did not attempt to argue with htin nor 
to express any opinion on this speech; Karl's career 
had been so startlingly and dazzlingly successful that it 
seemed tiseless to warn him or advise him; the cautious 
and prudent minister did not even venture now to point 
out the immense difficulties of an invasion of Russia, 
and the almost superhuman task it would be to subdue 
such a country and dethrone such a man as Peter, 

Karl could point to achievements so splendid that it 
seemed an impertinence to hint at possible disaster, or 
to urge caution on one whose exploits had been heroic 
to the point of miracles. 

"At least, sire, accept some of the fruits of your 
victories." 

"You mean the crown of Poland?" said Karl thought- 
fully. 

He rose and went to the door of the tent, and stood 
looking out into the encampment that was fresh with 
spring breezes. 

The minister gazed at him with the questioning 
curiosity and amazement that this young man had never 
failed to rouse in his heart. 

Karl was now twenty-two years of age ; a temperate, 
active, and simple life had developed his already splen- 
did constitution into perfect hardihood; physically he 
was like the ancient Vikings whose exploits formed the 
subject of the sole literature be cared to read; tall, in 
fine proportion, with powerful shoulders and slender 
hips, and with the easy carriage of the soldier and the 
horseman, a creature of bone and muscle, nerve and 
»new perfectly attuned. 

His face had slightly changed, broadened and grown 
harder in the lines, but the expression was the same, 
the full lips, the curved nostrils, the blank eyes showed 
the same immoved courage, the same indifference to 
things about him that had once made Count Piper liken 
him to a god— or an animal. 

He still wore a dark blue umform of the plainest 
cut, a black satin cravat, and was without peruke or 
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lace or ribbons or jewels; never in the slightest par- 
ticular had he deviated from the austere conduct he 
had vowed to follow; his living was of the simplest, 
his couch a straw pallet or his own cloak; his food 
such as that eaten by the meanest foot soldier; since 
he left Stockhplm he had never tasted wine nor 
spoken to a woman beyond the few words he had 
been forced to exchange with Aurora von Konigsmarck. 
He passed his life in the camp, his companions were 
all soldiers, and little seemed to interest him beyond 
the things of war; the affairs of Sweden he left en- 
tirely in the hands of the regency; he cared nothing 
for the news from his capital, and never corresponded 
with his sole surviving relations, the Queen Dowser 
and his sisters. 

Count Piper could not love him; perhaps because he 
had schooled himself to be above human weakness, no 
one loved him; certainly he never asked for anyone's 
affections and disclosed to no one his thoughts; his im- 
mense pride seemed to be satisfied by the fear he inspired 
even in his friends and respect accorded him even by 
bis enemies. 

"The crown of Poland, sire," said the minister, 
who could not resist looking upon the present situa- 
tion from a statesman's point of view. "Your Majesty 
is aware how easily you might obtain this for your- 
self?" 

"Yes," replied Karl dryly. 

'It is what policy indicates." 

"I never loved your policy, Count," said the King. 

"Yet it is not to be disdained, even by a conqueror." 

Karl gave his short, ugly laugh. 

"I think 1 can dispense with it. As for this crown, 
I think it pleases me more to give it away than to wear 
it" 

Piper had been expectii^ this; yet he resolved to en- 
deavor to turn Karl's fantastic pride in another direction, 
and inspire him with the desire for a glory more useful 
to Sweden and mankind. , ,Coo>'lc 
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"Your Majesty might be truly the liberator of this 
distracted country and unite all factions in concord under 
your protection; the Romist faith whose arrogant 
clergy have enslaved these people might in this manner 
receive a shrewd blow, and your Majesty appear as 
defender of the Evangelical faith." 

Karl did not reply to this proposition with that rude 
coldness with which he generally received suggestions 
not entirely in accordcince with his own preconceived 
plans. 

The truth was that the prospect held out by Count 
Piper tempted him. 

The great Gustavus had established the Lutheran 
faith in Sweden and had banished forever from the 
North the corruption, the tyranny, and the supersti- 
tion of the Roman priests; to do the same in a country 
as large and as important as Poland would be a feat 
that recommended itself to the ambition of Karl. 

To take Poland not only from Augustus, but from 
the Pope, would have been a triumph such as he would 
have keenly enjoyed, for, while rdigion had had little 
influence on his life, he accorded his hereditary faith 
full respect and always enforced the observances of 
Lutheranism in his camp. 

Coimt Piper watched him in silence, seeing that he 
was at least pondering the idea. 

"Where will your Majesty find a King for Poland?" 
urged the minister. "Not even your entreaties will pre- 
vail upon Alexander Sobieski to accept the crown while 
his elder brothers are prisoners — and where is there aiqr 
other pretender worthy of notice ?" 

Karl knew tliat he spoke the truth ; with the romantic 
chivalry characteristic of the Polish nation, the youi^- 
est Sobieski bad refused to accept the crown that 
the fortune of war prevented the eldest from enjoy- 
ing, and there was, indeed, no one else especially 
indicated. 

But to take this throne for himself was not suffi- 
ciently glorioi^ for Karl; he wished to do die unusual, 
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the extraordinary, to make the world stare — not by urfiat 
he accepted, but by what he refused. 

Even the design of appearing as champion of the re- 
formed faith lost its attraction for him, because a great 
prince lately dead had made his chief fame in this 
part; Karl did not wish to follow in the footsteps of 
anyone. 

"No," he said sternly, suddenly letting the tent flap 
fall and turning to look at his mmister. "I have more 
pleasure in giving away crowns than in taking them," 

"You would, sire, sacrifice your interest " 

Karl interrupted. 

"My interest 1" he repeated as if offended, then 
with his ugly smile: "You should have been minister 
to some Itfdian prince, Piper, you are so fond of 
intrigues." 

The Count bit lus Hp and was alent; he would have 
liked to have mentioned Sweden and her interests, but 
knew the cold repulse he would meet with. 

The King crossed to his camp table and turned over 
some papers the secretary had left for his inspection, 
but with an absent look and a careless hand. 

Count Piper was about to take his leave when hts 
soldier servant ushered in the young Palatine of Pos- 
nania and Alexander Sobieski. 

This latter had waited on Karl to urge him to revenge 
the capture of his two brothers by Augustus ; it entirely 
suited both the temper and the policy of the King of 
Sweden to promise him satisfaction, but he was not now 
so cordial towards the young prince whose obstinate 
refusal to accept his father's crown had rivaled and 
perhaps shadowed the generosity and strangeness of his 
own action. 

But he greeted tiie two young Poles pleasantly, and 
oflfered eadi in turn the strong white hand from which 
be had drawn the long baffle glove worn with rein and 
sword pommel. 

They were both brilliantly dressed, fharming a^d 
graceful in manner and looks. _^ CooqIc 
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Karl's eyes, blue and c<Ad as frozen water, cast a 
strange glance on tbe elegant figure of Stanislaus 
Leczinski. 

"Count," he said, "here is the future King of 
Poland." 

The minister was startled into an impnideace; star- 
ing at the amazed face of the young noble, he cried 



'The Palatine is too young, are!" 
"He is older than I am," said Karl dryly. 
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CHAPTER III 

KAJRL, having ^ven a new King to Poland, and 
satisfied his somber pride by being an "in- 
cognito" spectator of the election of the man 
whose elevation he owed entirely to Sweden, marched 
on Lemberg, the capital of Galicia, and took this town 
by assault, enriching his army with the treasures of 
Augustus that were stored here, and that the inhabi- 
tants surrendeded to troops that neither burnt nor 
pillaged; he had hardly established his garrison in the 
conquered town when he was joined by Stanislaus 
Leczinski, cast from his throne after a reign of six 
weeks, and forced to fly for his life before the Elector 
of Saxony, who had appeared before Varsovia with a 
new army of 20,000 men, and had triumphantly entered 
the capital, scattering the Polish guard of Stanislaus 
and the Swedish garrison under Count Horn. His re- 
verse was received with calm by the King of Sweden; 
it did not touch him personally, as he had not been 
present at the disaster, and he was not displeased at 
the opportunity to twice give the throne of Poland to 
the man whom he called friend. 

"Let Augustus amuse himself," he told Stanislaus. 
"How long do you think he will hold Varsovia when 
I am before the gates?" 

The words, spoken quietly and in no spirit of boast- 
ii^, proved to be the truth. 

Karl, with Stanislaus riding at his side, marched back 
on the capital, and the army of Augustus, consisting 
of lukewarm Poles, raw Saxon recruits, and vagabond 
Muscovites, melted before the approach of the terrible 
captain. 
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Count Schulenbourg, in command of the Elector's 
army, did all that could be done with such an army, 
and by a series of masterly marches, fell back into 
Posnania where Karl overtook him near Runitz, and in 
a sharp action forced him to retreat, without, however, 
throwing him into disorder. 

With the small remnant of his anny he managed to 
escajK, passing the Oder in the night, showing a gen- 
eralship so superb as to force a compliment from the 
victor. 

"We are the vanquished," said Karl. "M. de 
Schulenbourg has out-generaled us." 

He could afford to be generous, for Augustus had 
once more fled into Saxony, and was engaged in 
fortifying Dresden, a task that showed his fear of 
his enemy. 

Stanislaus was crowned with splendid ceremomes in 
Varsovia by the Archbishop of Lemberg, the Cardinal 
Primate dying that very day after having refused to 
perform the ceremony on the grounds of displeasing the 
Pope who had threatened to excommunicate all those 
who elevated a Protestant King in place Of a 
Catholic. 

There was now only one person who dare even 
threaten Sweden, and tiiat was the Czar. The bands 
of wandering Cossacks that he had sent to help Augustus 
had been easily subdued by the Swedish generals, and 
campaign after campaign opened and closed without his 
taking any part in the war beyond this feeble aid to 
Augustus. 

But he was building St. Petersburg and creating an 
army and a navy, and when Augustus was forced to 
abandon Poland, Patkul, the envoy of the Czar in Dres- 
den, was entrusted to persuade the Elector to meet 
Peter at Grodno, and once more contrive plans against 
die might of Sweden. 

Peter appeared at Grodno with ^,000 trained troops, 
engineers, artillery, horse, and foot 

Augustus had nothii^ but a few Saxons under Genr 
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eral Schulenbourg, and some bitterness mingled with his 
marvel at the change in their respective circumstances 
since last they had met at Birsen. 

"Karl will not find it so easy to dethrone you as it 
was to dethrone me," he remarked to Peter. 

"No," said the Czar. 

He was called from the conference to put down a 
revolt in Astrakan, but his generals proceeded to put 
into practise the plans agreed upon by the two kings. 

Sdiulei^xnirg advanced on Poland, and the Russian 
army, divided in small groups, marched into the Baltic 
Provinces. 

There Karl met and defeated them, and after the 
other; he captured the baggage of Augustus with great 
store of gold and silver, and a large quantity of specie 
belonging to Prince Mentchikoff. 

In two months the Russians were entirely defeated, 
and Schulenbourg again obliged to retreat; Karl drove 
the Muscovites before him to the frontiers of Russia, and 
Rehnskold utterly defeated Schulenbourg at the battle 
of Fraustadt 

Karl then turned and marched on Saxony, pass- 
ing through Silesia, without heeding the consterna- 
tion of Germany and the protests of the Diet of 
Ratisbon. 

Saxony was at his feet in a few weeks, and from the 
camp of Altranstadt he dictated his peace terms, for- 
cing the Saxons to provide food and lodging and pay 
for his soldiers, but most strictly preventing these from 
the least insult, outrage, or disorder. 

He passed his word to permit no excesses of any kind 
if the inhabitants submitted to his orders, and as his 
honor was well known to be unblemished a certain tran- 
quillity took possession of the conquered country, which 
waited, with more resignation than despair, the terms of 
the invincible Swede, 

Augustus, a fugitive in Poland, sent a certain Baron 
D'Imhof and M. Pfingsten to the camp at Altranstadt 
to demand tenm of peace. 
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These two envoys arrived at night, but were im- 
mediately admitted to the presence of the King. 

Each, despite the desperate importance of their mis- 
don, felt all emotion at»orbed in a curiosity as to this 
man who had in a few years laid North Europe under 
his feet, and behaved in a manner so extraordinary for 
a conqueror. 

Karl, who had no personal attendant, valet, or ser- 
vant, rose from the rough camp bed where be took his 
few hours' repose, and came at once to meet the envoys 
of Augustus. 

If he felt any satisfaction in this moment, when die 
man who bad so carelessly and contemptuously affronted 
him was reduced to send to sue for mercy, tt was not 
betrayed in his passive countenance. 

He might indeed be used to tritmiphs; few men of 
his years had ever had a career of such uninterrupted 
success, and perhaps he was already indifferent to the 
haughty position of conqueror or at "least too well 
used to it; he stood a moment holding up a little 
lamp and looking at the two Saxon gentlemen who 
stood, still in their traveling cloaks, bare-beaded 
before him. 

For the first second they did not know who stood 
before them; tbey were used to the magnificence and 
display of Augustus that he maintained even in his 
downfall, and Karl in his plain coat and short hair looked 
like an infantryman. 

"The King," said Count Piper, with a curious pride 
in the man whom he disliked. 

Karl cut short their rather confused compliments. 

"You are from the Elector of Saxony?" he demanded 
sternly, and set the lantern on the table. 

Baron D'Imhof was the spokesmaiL 

"Yes, sire," he said. 

"And what does the Elector want?" asked Karl. 

The Saxon was a little taken aback ; he had not been 
prepared to meet the King with so little ceremony, to 
converse with him with this dry abruptness. .,a,.|.' 
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With a bow he handed Karl the letter of Augustus, 
in which that monarch entreated for peace on any 
terms. 

Karl glanced at the seal. 

"Why this secrecy, gentlemen?" he asked, with his 
sudden, unpleasant smile. 

The two plenipotentiaries were silent; they found 
themselves in that position in which it is difficult to 
do anything with dignity or even with grace. 

"The Czar of Russia knows nothing of these negotia- 
tions?" demanded Karl. 

"Sire," said Baron D'Imhof, "my master wished this 
to be between himself and you." 

"He is ready then to abandon his ally who is not 
yet prepared to submit?" asked the King, his face, still 
as smooth as a mask of stone, unmarked by care or 
emotion, and radiant with the look of perfect health 
turned full towards the two Germans, and his strange 
eyes, chill and blue as his Northern seas, swept them 
with a glance of cold contempt Again the Germans 
were silent 

"The Czar does not know of this letter?" demanded 
Karl. 

"No, sire." 

"If he had known it would never have been sent, I 
think," said Karl. "Your master did well to keep 
this matter secret, seeing he is at the mercy of the 
Muscovites." 

"Sire, my master's actions are dictated by neces- 
aty," replied Baron D'Imhof. "He trusts a conqueror 
whom the world knows clement." 

"Qement," returned the King. "I make no claim 
to be clement, sir, I am just." 

His glance flickered over both of them, then to the 
letter in his hand. 

"You have shown some courage in undertaking so 
unpleasant a task," he remarked. 

"I was entrusted by King Augustus," replied the 
BaroQ, "to obtain from yotu* Majesty a peace OQ as 
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Christian and reasonable terms as your magnanimity 
would be pleased to grant" 

"Why does your master," asked Kari, "think I should 
be so merciful?" 

The Saxon disliked this last word, but had to take 
it; he flushed slightly and bit his lip; this youthful 
conqueror was proving more difficult to deal with 
even than he had imagined. M. Pfingsten took the 
word. 

"King Augustus " he began. 

"Call him the Elector," said Karl, "It is the safer 
title — we give him that out of courtesy since Saxony 
is as lost to him as Poland." 

The envoy bowed, swallowed his humiliation, and be- 
gan again. 

"My master trusted something in the tdood ^t unites 
him to your Majesty," 

"Did he remember that we are cousins when he allied 
himself with Russia to seize my provinces?" demanded 
Karl. 

With that, he turned his shoulders towards the two 
plenipotentiaries, and broke the seal of the unfortunate 
Elector's letter. 

Count Piper eyed him as he read. 

Half-leaning against the table mlh the lamp-light 
full over bis figure, the young King, with his perfect 
physique, air of strength and hanlihood, his noble 
face and soldier's bearing, made a fncture grateful to 
the eye. 

"Generous and merciful!" thought the minister. 
"They think him that because he punishes a soldier who 
steals a chicken, and gives away a crown he might have 
worn— 4>ut we shall see if he knows even the meaning 
of generosity and mercy." 

Karl fini^ed the letter, put it in his pocket, and 
glanced over his shoulder at the two waiting Saxons. 

"Gentlemen," he said, "you shall have your answer 
, immediately." 

He todc t^ the lamp and went into a little catMnet 
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that opened off the chamber, closing the door behind 
him. 

The Saxons could not but stare at seeing the sim- 
plicity of the man who had conquered Northern 
Europe. 

The phiin room without hangings or carpet, the entire 
kck of servants or guard, the King's own appearance 
and the way in which he waited on himself, caused them 
astonishment, and would, under other circumstances, 
have roused their contempt and disgust 

Count Piper noted their expressions and the glance 
they exchanged. 

"Ah, gentlemen," he said, "you do not know with 
whom you have to deall" 

"In what way, sir?" asked Baron D'lmhof, who fe!t 
more at ease in tiie presence of the minister than in that 
of the King. 

"Your errand is desperate," replied the Count, with 
some feeling for fellow diplomats in a hopeless position, 
"and the success of it, gentlemen, does not depend on 
any arts of your own," 

"No," said M. J'fingsten, "but entirely on the disposi- 
tion of the King\)f Sweden." 

"Exactly," said Count Piper. "Your only hope is 
that you may excite compassion in the heart of a man 
who has never known a gentle emotion, and turn 
from his course the most obstinate creature who ever 
breathed." 

He smiled cynically, and made a movement with his 
hands as if he cast away the responsibility of his master's 
actions. 

"You give us good hopes," said Baron D'lmhof, with 
some bitterness. 

Count Piper did not directly reply to this. 

"Gentlemen," he said, "I will give you this advice — 
whatever the King says accept it ; take up your hats and 
begone virith what good grace you can, for he will never 
alter his mind." 

As he spoke Karl entered from the cabinet, carry- 
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ing a paper on which the close writing still gleamed ynth 
the wet ink. 

He gave this to Count Piper and bade him read it 
to the Saxons. 

"I will give your master peace on these terms," he 
said, "and you must not hope that I shall alter any of 
them." 

The minister bent nearer the two tall candles on the 
table that gave the sole light in the rooms and read, in 
an even official voice, the terms of the conqueror. 

The King had written his fiat with his own hand 
without troubling to call his secretary, and the calig- 
raphy was quick and flowing as that of one whose 
thoughts move faster than his pen; as Piper knew 
Karl was only now putting on paper the terms that 
he had in his mind from the first to impose on 
Augustus. 

TTie conditions were four in number. 

"Firstly. — ^The Elector must renounce forever the 
tlirone of Poland, recognize Stanislaus Leczinski as 
King, and, even in the event of this prince's death, make 
no attempt to regain the throne. 

"Secondly. — He must renounce all the alliances he 
has made against Sweden — particularly those with 
Muscovy. 

"Thirdly. — ^The Princes SoWeski and other pris- 
oners of war are to be sent with honor to my 
Camp. 

"Fourthly. — He is not to seek to punish any one of 
his following who have joined me, and he is to deliver 
to me all these deserters whom he has with him, and 
especially John Patkul." 

As Count Piper finished the two Saxons cned out in 
startled tones against the hardness of these terms. 

Karl smiled. 

"Did you expect," he asked dryly, "other terms? 
Think, gentlemen, what Augustus would have exacted 
had he been at the gates of Stockholm as I am at those 
of Dresden." 
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"Sire," returned M. D'Imhof, in great aptation, 
"my master is honorable and merciful — he would 
never have propounded such a condition as that 
last." 

"You question these terms?" demanded the terrible 
young conqueror, with a cold and disdainful look. 

"I say, sire," replied the Saxon firmly, "that my 
master can never in honor surrender General PatkuL" 

The sound of the name seemed to anger Karl; bis 
blue eyes darkened and flashed. 

"I do not argue," he said. "These are my terms." 

"But General Patkul," urged M. Pfingsten anxiously, 
"is an envoy of the Czar, and as such sacred " 

"Since when," interrupted Karl, with a biting con-' 
tempt, "has the Muscovite claimed the privileges of 
civilized rulers? Patkul is my subject, a deserter and 
a traitor." 

"The conditions are very bitter," said Baron D'Imhof. 
"Let your Majesty reflect if they are such as a Christian 
Prince can accept" 

"Well," replied Karl, with his cold air of stubborn 
hardihood, "no doubt I can find another Elector for 
Saxony as I found another King for Poland," 

"We may, sire, discuss these terms with Count Piper?" 
asked M. Pfingsten, clutching at straws. 

"As much as you wish," said Karl, with a stem smile. 
"Count Piper loiows my mind and if I am likely to 
change it." 

"I have already warned these gentlemen," remarked 
the minister. 

Karl now turned and with a rude coldness was leaving 
the chamber. 

Count Piper gave the piece of paper that had so 
tremendous a meaning to the confused and humiliated 
deputies of Augustus. 

M. Pfingsten took courage to speak. 

"Our master can never surrender the crown of Poland 
or General Patkul," 

Karl paused on the threshold of the inner room. 
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"Why was John Patkul arrested in Dresden flie other 
day, as soon as bis protector, the Muscovite, had left 
for Astrakan?" 

"It was of some mistake, sire " 

"Ah," interrupted Karl, with an ugly laugh, "it was 
no mistake Your master saw that he had the Livoniaa 
in his house before he asked for peace — and why? Be- 
cause he knew that I should ask for Patkul and that 
he wotitd surrender." 

With these words, spoken with a cold indifferency 
more than any passionate tone of instilt, Karl, disdain- 
ing to bold further argument with the envoys of his 
fallen enemy or to take any ceremonious leave of tfaem, 
bowed briefly to the Saxons and left the chamber. 

Baron D'Imhof could hardly contain himself. 

"So this is greatness!" he exclaimed ironically. He 
put up the p^ier in his bosom. "We will wait on you 
to-morrow, Count, though I doubt if it will be of any 
use." 

"You have heard my master's will," replied Count 
Piper, "and he never changes his resolutions." 

In the small, bare inner chamber the man, who had 
upset kingdoms and altered the face of North Europe 
for no other reason than pride and the desire for military 
glory, laid himself again on his straw mattress and hard 
pillow. 

Augustus was conquered as effectually as bad been 
Frederic; it had taken longer, years instead of weeks, 
but it had been done. 

And Patkul, the arch conspirator, would finally be 
punished. 

There remained (xily Peter. . . . 

Karl turned on lus rude pillow and fell asleep, dream- 
ing of the downfall of the Czar, his last and greatest 
enemy. 
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CHAPTER IV 

WHEN M. Piit^:sten returned to Poland with 
the articles of peace that no amount of in- 
terviews with Count Piper had served to alter, 
he found his master once again in Varsovia, in the 
midst of "Te Deums" and bell-ringings for the first 
victory over the Swedes that had been attained during 
the course of this long war. 

The envoy from Saxony, almost confounded t^ this 
change of fortune, learned that the Muscovites under 
Prince Mentchikoff had defeated the Swedes under 
General Mardenfeldt who found himself in the Palatin- 
ate of Posnania with 10,000 men against the combined 
Saxon and Russian forces amounting to nearly 40,000. 

But what surprised M. Fhngsten was the fact tirat- 
the Elector bad been in this batde and had irritated 
Karl in this manner at the very moment when he was 
imploring that monarch's mercy. 

He hastened through the ruined capital now being 
pillaged by the Muscovites to the ancient palace where 
Augustus was again in residence. 

The Elector immediately gave him audience; it was 
early in the morning and he sat over a fire, for the 
autumn air was keen, and was drinking coffee dashed 
with cognac, out of a pale porcelain cup. 

Some attempt at refinement and splendor still sur- 
rounded the man who had been one of the most brilliant 
princes in Europe ; he was wrapped in a blue and gold 
brocade dressing-gown, wore a French peruke, diamonds 
in his lace cravat, and long ruffles of Mechlin at his 
wrists. 

Elegant and beaudfiil articles were scattered about 
180 '■\'y^' 
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the room, and a cardinal of violet silk and a pair of 
heelless white silk slippers bespoke the presence of a 
woman. 

But the fair face of the Elector was haggard and 
pale; he looked at M. F&igsten with eyes full of a 
cruel distress. 

"Sire," this gentleman hastened to say, "I rejoice to 
Bnd you in circumstances which can enable you to deal 
on terms of equality with the King of Sweden." 

"Do not mock me, Pfingsten," rephed the Elector, 
in a tone of agitation. "You find me in the most 
miserable position, and whatever the terms you have 
brought back I must sign them." 

"Nay, God forbid !" exclaimed the envoy. 

Augustus set down his coffee cup with a shaking hand. 

"Are they then so hard?" 

"Sire, they are impossible." 

Augustus gave a miserable smile. 

"You do not understand my position," he said tritterly, 
'This victory is futile and barren and will only further 
serve to inflame the Swede." 

"Then, why did not your Majesty wait my return 
before giving battle?" 

The Elector replied with the useless impatience of a 
weak nature. 

"It was the cursed Muscovite! What was I to do? 
Mentchikoff would give battle, no excuse would put 
him off. I knew that it would mean a defeat for Sweden, 
they were so outnumbered. I had only a handful of 
Saxons, and had those savages guessed that I was in 
treaty with the Swede they had murdered me — cursed 
be the day when I was allied with such dangerous 
rascals!" 

M. Pfingsten could say nothing; he saw that this 
new victory had indeed put his master in a delicate and 
difficult position; he was forced either to affront his 
dangerous allies in whose power he was or to offend 
the conqueror on whose merty he had thrown himself; 
his was the common fate of the weak, who, lacking 
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all qualities of resolution and daring, find that con- 
cession and subterfuge lead them into a position 
where no way is open to them with both safety and 
honor. 

"I sent privately to General Mardenfeldt," continued 
the Elector, pouring out anotHer cup of the strong 
coffee, "warned him of his danger and my secret negotia- 
tion, and advised him to retire — but Uie hard-beaded 
fool took it for a trap and would fight" 

"At least the victory was complete?" 

"Yes. I was surprised myself. The Muscovites can 
fight as well as marauder, it seems. Mentchikoff is 
sending the Czar a bombastic account of it, but it is 
all futile," he added peevishly. 

M. Pfingsten, a man of more nerve than his master, 
did not entirely agree with this dispirited view. 

He thought that at least Augustus could now refuse 
the shameful terms imposed by Karl XIL 

Taking tiie letter from his breast-pocket he put it 
among the delicate coffee service on the tulip-wood table 
by the Elector's elbow. 

Augustus picked it up with nervous fingers, glanced 
at it, and fetched a groan, a look of real anguish dis- 
torting his handsome face. 

Each of the four conditions were bitterly hard, the 
last struck at his honor as a gentleman; Patkul had 
been in his service, had trusted and -did trust him, and 
was, moreover, sacred as the envoy of the Czar. 

Augustus had shrunk from abandoning his ally; he 
felt it would be impossible to betray him by delivering 
to his enemy a man who was general and ambassador 
of Russia. 

He put the letter down and sat staring into the fire. 

"There was no possibility of moving the Kir^?" he 
asked, in a broken voice. 

"Not the faintest; he prides himself on his obstinacy 
and sternness. I think he is quite implacable," replied 
M. Pfingsten, with dreary memories of the hardness of 
die young captain. 
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Then there is nothing for me to do but accept these 
terms," said Augustus. 

This complete and instantaneous submission startled 
M. Pfingsten; he had not believed that Augustus would 
have been so subdued by his miseries and disasters 
as to have no spirit left with which to meet this 
extremity. 

"There is one thing your Majesty can do — ^you can 
advance into Saxony with ttiese Muscovite troops and 
attack the King of Sweden." 

Augustus gave the speaker a wild look. 

"Take advantage, sire," urged M. Pfingsten, "of this 
moment of good fortune." 

Augustus hesitated; the terms offered by Karl were 
so hateful that he was glad to catch at anything that 
seemed to promise relief from the necessity of accept- 
ing them. 

At the same time his reverses had been so continu- 
ous and terrible, he had gradually lost everything and 
exhausted every resource, he was so convinced of the 
invincible genius of Karl, so worn out in this long 
combat with one in every respect his superior, that 
his spirit, by no means firm or martial, though he was, 
in his way, brave and ambitious, was completely 
broken, and his terrified imagination saw no escape 
from his present difficulties save by throwing himself 
utterly on the mercy of the man in whose hands his 
fate lay. 

"If I could see Karl face to face," he began in a dis- 
tracted tone, "I could surely induce him to soften these 
terms." 

"Let your Majesty put that ' out of your head," 
rqdied M. Pfingsten firmly. "The King of Sweden 
is as hard as one of his northern rocks — his plainness 
and his show of courtesy to the vanqijished but mask 
a spirit vrithout sentiment, a heart without feeling. 
Count Piper told me that his preference for Stanislaus 
Leczinski is but based on his temperate life — he has 
given that man a throne merely because he is his own 
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body servant and sleeps on a straw mattress! He 
admires nothing but Spartan virtues and respects 
nothing but military glory." 

"Well, then," cried Augustus, a prey to the most 
bitter distress and agitation, "there is nothing for me 
to do but to sign this cursed paper!" 

"Your Majesty might strike another blow." 

"You do not understand my position — the Muscovites 
have defeated Mardenfeldt, they cannot defeat Karl — 
and if they discover that I am in negotiation with him, 
they will abandon, if not murder me. You do not 
know, Pfingsten, the ferocity of this Mentchikoff ot 
his devotion to his master. As for my resources," he 
added, with a sigh as of one who had too well calcu- 
lated, often enough, his hopes and fears, "you know 
what they amount to — Saxony is barren botfi of men 
and money — Poland lost." 

"Some help mi^t be hoped for from the Empire, 
are." 

"Not while Austria wars with France." 

"And surely, sire, the Electorate is not yet exhausted," 
protested Pfingsten. 

"Ravaged by the Muscovites, occupied by die 
Swedes, what can be hoped for from my wretched 
coimtry?" exclaimed Augustus bitterly; he rose, and 
thinking of the only friend and confidante he now pos- 
sessed, he went to an inner door concealed under a 
hanging of stamped and gilt leather and called a 
woman's name. 

Aurora von Konigsmarck immediately entered tiie 
apartment. 

She had remained faithful to this King who was vrith- 
out a throne, men, money, or friends, perhaps out of 
compassion, perhaps because she had no choice of a 
more glorious destiny; certainly she had accompanied 
him in all his flights and battles and distresses as closely 
as had Katherina the Czar, though with a colder sym- 
pathy and a more disdainful endurance of evil fortune. 
She was the only person besides the two envoys who 
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knew of the embassy to Karl; she had sent even her 

women away, and was aloat in the apartment of the 
King. 

"Well?" she donanded dryly, seeing by die Elector's 
face that it was further ill news. 

Her bold glance flickered to M. Pfingsten. 

"You have come on a disagreeable errand, sir," she 
remarked, "but these are disagreeable times." 

She came, with her quick, graceful walk, to the fire- 
place, and stood before the flames looking at the down- 
cast faces of the two men. 

Since she had, in the height of her pride, lowered 
herself before Karl XII, she had lost something of her 
beauty and all of her magnificence. 

Like everything belonging to Augustus, she was 
tarnished by continual ill-fortune; nor did she care for 
the neatness and order possible even in poverty; she 
would be either splendid or careless, and disdained those 
shifts that labor to cover deficiency with artifice. 

She who had blazed in Dresden as the most gor- 
geous lady of the court, now showed in a negligent un- 
dress of soiled sprigged silk over a petticoat of yellow 
taffetas, with her ridi hair fastened in a loose knot with- 
out either art or neatness; her beauty was not of that 
radiant youthfulness that can overcome these disad- 
vantages, and she looked as damaged in her fortunes, as 
eclipsed in her charms, as was proper to the favorite of 
a. fallen prince. 

In silence Augustus handed her the letter from KarL 

He had a great faith in her intelligence, and even now 
cherished a hope that her wit would point out some 
way of escape from his dilemma that had not occurred 
to either Pfingsten or' himself. 

Aurora read the letter and her nostrils dilated. 

Not Augustus himself knew a bitterer humiliation 
than she experienced as she read the conqueror's 
terms. 

She hated Karl with all the hatred of which ber 
passionate nature was capable. ,-• i 
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As he had so easily resisted her fascinations, so rudely 
refused her advances, so completely scorned her, she 
did not regard him as a man, but as some soulless 
creature, a werUon or wertiger sent on earth to plague 
mankind. 

She fumbled at her laces with a quivering hand and 
darted a keen glance at the gloomy countenance of the 
Elector. 

"Are you going to take these terms?" she demanded 
impetuously. 

"Do you see anything else for me to do?" asked the 
disheartened Prince. 

"Noting a man like you could do," she readied 
sharply. 

"Madame," said M. Pfingsten, "there is the Muscovite 
anny." 

"But where is the man to lead it?" asked Aurora, 
with a cruel glance at Augustus. 

M. Pfingsten was encouraged by her presence, which 
breathed energy and vitality. 

"Let your Majesty," he urged, "tear up that paper 
— put yourself at the head of the army now in Varsovia 
and march on Saxony — there is nothing more to lose and 
everything to be gained." 

"Sir," said the Countess bitterly, "you discuss ex- 
pedients only possible with another prince — and with 
anotiier prince we should not have been brought to 
this pass." 

Augustus flushed but could find no answer in his own 
defense. 

"What is it that you propose to do?" she added 
sharply. 

"To sign that paper and go to Saxony to entreat 
Sweden to soften Ihese terms," replied the unfortunate 
Elector; he was indeed so absorbed in the contempla- 
tion of his own misery as to hardly wince under 
Aurora's scorn. 

She tapped her foot in an angry silence; she saw 
Ais was the fatal way of weakness, whidh would have 
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neither the dignity of defiance nor the advantage of 
concession, since she knew well enough that Karl 
would be merely irritated by any attempt to dispute his 
terras. 

But she also knew the man with whom she had to 
deal, and that it was hopeless to expect even the sem- 
blance of heroism from a Prince like Augustus, over- 
whelmed by six years of a disastrous war that had 
stripped him of everytlung, even faith in himself. 

"Well, jou must sign," she said. 

There was a little silence, then the Countess added 
in a hard tone: 

"Mdle. D'Einsiedel came here last night — hurrying 
from Dresden to beg for General Patkul's release." 

"My Godl" broke from Augustus, as he realized the 
baseness of the action he contemplated. 

"And she has been to Prince Mentchikoff, who is 
going to ask for the Livonian's release in the name of 
5ie Czar." 

Augustus stood in a wretched silence. 

"I never understood why Patkul was arrested," con- 
tinued Aurora, in a curious tone. 

An uneasy flush stained the Elector's distressed face; 
he did not look up. 

"Was it because you foresaw this emei^ency ?" added 
Ihe Countess. 

M. Pfingsten was startled to hear her express the same 
question as had Karl. 

He knew that General Patkul had been arrested, on 
some flimsy pretext of having exceeded his duties, im- 
mediately after the Czar's departure for Astrakan, anc. 
that he had been kept in easy and honorable captivity 
at Sonnenstein, but not even when Karl had flung his 
sneer had he thought for a moment that there was any 
connection between the arrest of the Livonian and the 
position of Augustus before the conqueror. 

Now, as he heard the sharp words of the Countess 
and looked at the stricken figure of Augustus, it oc- 
curred to him as at least strange that the very man, tm 
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the surrender of whom depended the peace, should be 
so completely in the Elector's power — so that no warn- 
ings by his friends, no protection from the Czar, his 
master, could save him from being dehvered to Sweden. 

"If you had not had Patkul at Sonnenstein," said 
Aurora, "you could not have surrendered him to Karl, 
and there would have been no pacifying this victor. 
You are fortunate." 

Goaded, Augustus turned on her with a flash of im- 
potent anger. 

"You talk so much of General Patkul, Madame — ■ 
you do not seem to attach any importance to the fact 
that I shall have to surrender Poland 1" 

It was M. Pfingsten who replied — with great earnest- 
ness. 

"Sire, your Majesty, by the fortunes of war, may 
easily regain the crown of Poland, but you can never 
regain what you lose if you surrender Goieral Patkul." 

"You are a poor diplomat," returned the Elector 
angrily. "Are there not ways of saving General Patkul.' 
I can appeal to the King of Sweden personally," 

His hedging weakness angered Aurora; it was true 
that she Ind suggested the surrender of Patkul and 
even broached the subject to Karl, but that had been 
while there had been something to gain by concession; 
now that her side was thoroughly beaten her blood 
was up, and, if she had been Augustus, she would have 
cast Sweden's terms in his face. Also she was naturally 
generous, and once she realized what the delivery of 
Patkul to Karl meant she could not put her hand to it ; 
she saw that Augustus woidd yield, had always meant 
to yield, and she despised him for it, as women will 
despise men for weaknesses and meannesses of which 
they are capable themselves. 

"Very well," she said, "sign those terms." 

She came quickly up to him, putting her lovely hand 
on his brocaded sleeve. 

"Patkul must escape," she added, gazing into the 
trembling face of At^stus. "Send an or^ef^^^|the 
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Governor of Sotuieiistdn to let him, secretly, go at 
once." 

Augustus was relieved by this si^gestion that seemed 
to suit both his convenience and his honor, yet he 
hesitated; to do this would be to play a trick on the 
man on whose mercy his very existence would depend; 
if Karl, who would be already sufficiently irritated by 
the victory of Kalisz, knew of this fresh attempt to fool 
him, he would undoubtedly refuse any possible conces- 
sion in the harshness of his demands. 

But Aurora had pushed pen and paper under the re- 
luctant hand of Augustus. 

"He trusted you," she said, "and to give him to Karl 
is to give him to a cruel death." 

"Sweden mi^t be merciful," muttered Augustus. 

Aurora ignored this feeble futility and resorted to 
another argument, more powerful to influence the dis- 
tracted Elector than the last. 

"Sire, Prince Mentchikoff will demand Patkul, Mdle. 
D'Eir^iedel will rouse Russia — better, at least, com- 
promise." 

Augustus seized the pen and hastily wrote an order 
for the secret and immediate release of Patkul ; Aurora 
von Konigsmarck took it from him and left the room. 

Everything was lost, but ihe brilliant and wayward 
woman did not think of that; she went to her bed- 
chamber, threw on a mantle, and hastened to a little 
closet in her suite of apartments, now all dismantled 
and in confusion. 

A pale girl stood with locked hands at &e window, 
staring out at the chill September morning. 

The Countess thrust into her hands the order for 
General Patkul's release. 

"That goes toniay, dear, by our fleetest courier," 
In the evening Augustus signal the terms dictated by 
KarlXn. 
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THE BETRAYAL 



CHAPTER I 

PRINCE MENTCHIKOFF returned at once to 
Russia to put before the Czar the new turn of 
events in Poland. 

Peter was still at Marli, superintending the building 
of his new capital which was rising out of the filled dykes 
and drained marshes of the desolate flats of the banks 
of the Neva. 

Mentchikoff was almost beside himself with fury at 
the news he brought, but his rage was as nothing beside 
that of the Emperor. 

Peter glared at his friend with a wrath he could hardly 
sustain; but contrary to his use, he made a terrible 
effort to control himself that he might hear the tale 
to the full. 

He had been, at first, vexed at seeing Mentchikoff, 
thinking that he should not have left the newly regained 
Varsovia, but now he admitted that the Prince had 
done right to bring news so tremendous himself. 

He sat on a gilt leather arm-chair, in the little front 
room of his cottage, dressed in a roug^ green frieze 
riding suit, his boots muddy and a riding switch in his 
hand; he had just returned from a visit of inspection 
of St Petersburg, where streets, shops, palaces, and 
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churches were already covering the outlines of the 

city. 

. MentchikofE stood before him in the rich costume of 

a Russian general, European in cut, but Eastern in color 

and embroidery, a diamond in his sword hilt, a star 

on his breast, lace at his throat Vnd wrists. 

His long brown and lean face, with the sharp bright 
black eyes and thick lips, was pale with the intense 
passion of a fierce and uncivilized nature. 

'This is what he did, Peter Alexievitch! I put him 
back in Varsovia; he did not want to give battle at 
Kalisz— one knows why now! And one morning he 
was gone — gone I With his woman and his valets — 
gone I To Altranstadt — to the camp of the Swede I" 

"You were properly fooled," muttered the Czar, in 
a stifling voice. 

Mentchikoff made not the least attempt to deny 
this. 

"There was one P6ngsten, one of his Germans, whom 
he sent to Karl — and who brought his terms writ on a 
bit of paper, and he, this cursed Augustus, signed and 
fled, to put himself at Karl's mercy." 

The Emperor's eyes showed red, a faint dew be- 
sprinkled his forehead, he bent his whip across his knee 
tUl it cracked, then flung it away and buried his face 
in his hands, running his fingers into his dusky curls. 

"Mdle. D'Einseidel came to me, the very day before 
— for months she had been trying to find me — to tell 
me about Patkul. The whole thing was kept secret, but 
it seeijis that he was arrested when you were called to 
Astrakan. Of course Augustus knew the Swede would 
ask for him." 

"My ambassador — my general \" groaned Peter. 

"When the Elector fled, this lady went back to 
vantage of his hurried departure to order at once the 
release of Patkul, but there was much delay, he hav- 
ing been moved from Sonnenstein to Konigstein; the 
messenger reached the governor of this place in time 
— 4he Countess von K6nigsmarck was very active in 
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this intrigue — but he tried to get Patkul to pay ran- 
som, knowing of his wealth, and while this argument 
was in progress the Swedish officers arrived, and Patkul 
is now in Altranstadt, fastened in a cellar with a great 
iron chain round his waist." 

Peter raised his face which was quite distorted, the 
eyes infected with blood, the lips Uvid. 

"May the Devil overtake Augustus and torture him 
in Hell forever!" he stammered. "May he be steeped 
to the lips in sorroi\ and bitterness, the vile, false 
coward." 

He ceased with a sob of sheer fury; he had always 
despised Augustus, but never believed him capable of 
this; disloyalty and cowardice were the two unforgive- 
able crimes in the eyes of the Muscovite; his primitive 
nature did not recognize the usual excuses offered by 
diplomacy for the actions forced by necessi^ on states 
and princes; nothing could palliate the Elector's con- 
duct in his eyes ; he considered that he had been 
treated with black treachery and base ingratitude, and 
that Augustus had behaved with the utmost villainy. 
He certainly was incapable of such conduct himself; 
he would have died cheerfully sooner than submit to 
an enemy, and though he might punish even his own 
family with savage cruelty if he suspected them of 
treachery, he would never have deserted a friend or have 
betrayed an ally. 

Through all the Elector's misfortunes Peter had 
been staunch to him, and, to the best of his ability, 
held out a helping hand; and when he remembered 
that last Conference at Grodno, the amiable flattery 
of the Saxon, the muttial promises, the sworn treaties, 
the vows of friendship and mutual help against the 
Swede, and thought how the Elector had taken ad- 
vantage of his hurried departure to order at once the 
arrest of the man who was a valuable asset in deal- 
ing with the enemy, he was shaken by an excess of 
fury. 

"Danilovitcbl" he cried, "I shall never forgive vou 
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that you did not discover this traitor and bring him in 
ckains to me I" 

"I shall never for^ve myself, Peter Alexievitch," re- 
plied the Prince simply. "But who would have thought 
of such vileness? He has that smooth Western way 
of lies and smiles." 

"The woman Konigsmarck is in this." 

"I do not think so. I know that she did her best to 
save Patkul ; she luis more courage than he, and I think, 
more honor. She is a friend, too, of Mdle. Einsiedel — 
that child will die of this, Peter Alexievitch." 

"What will they do with Patkul?" asked Peter 
fiercely. 

"He is to be tried by a council of war. Karl treats 
him as a rebellious subject He will suffer a cruel 
death." 

In Karl's place Peter would have behaved with the 
same severity ; he had never shown mercy to those whom 
he judged rebels, and therefore he did not feel the fury 
of hate towards Karl that he felt towards Augustus, 
but he was conscious of a certain wonder that this young 
king whom he had regarded with secret admiration as 
being much greater than himself, could indulge in the 
same bloodthirsty vengeances. 

"Is this Sweden's famous clemency?" he asked bit- 
terly. "Is he then so magnificent?" 

He was silent, communing with his own soul; he 
thought he would have been more chivalrous than Karl, 
and not taken advantage of the weakness of Augustus 
to demand the surrender of a man in the employ of 
another monarch. 

From that moment the cold knightly figure of the 
Scandinavian, vested with all the virtues to which he 
himself might never hope to aspire, was smirched in 
the eyes of Peter. 

"The Muscovite prisoners were slain after Fraustadt 
— by whose orders?" he said. "And now this. This 
man is no better than I," he added, with a strange ^nt* 
plicity, "and I shall defeat him," ,- , 
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Then his tlioughts turned to Augustus, and he flashed 
from brooding into wrath. 

"How was the Elector received at Altranstadt?" he 
demanded. 

"The Swede met him privately, they say, and treated 
him with a cold civihty. Their taUc was of trifles, 
mainly of the boots Karl wore, which he had never 
been without, he said, for ten years, save to steep, and 
then Stanislaus Leczinski came, and Augustus had to 
salute him as King of Poland." 

"Is it possible there lives a prince so spiridess!" ex- 
claimed Peter, 

"He must have suffered," said Mentchikoff with satis- 
faction. "After Kalisz Sweden's terms became harder. 
Augustus had to send the archives and State jewels 
to Stanislaus, cause his name as King of Poland to be 
effaced from all documents and monuments, and write 
a letter of congratulation to Stanislaus," 

"And that is the mercy he obtained by throwing him- 
self on the compassion of Karl !" cried the Russian, "and 
I was allied with such a prince! What does he mean 
to do now?" 

"Karl is supposed to retire from Saxony and leave 
him in peace," said Mentchikoff dryly. "As for the 
Palatine of Posnania, he has a poor gift in the throne 
of Poland — the factious nobles, such as the Sapieha, 
have laid waste what the Swedes and your Muscovites 
have spared. The country is a smoking ruin," 

"And that is what the King of Sweden has achieved 
by his conquest," said Peter grimly. "Why does he so 
favor Stanislaus Leczinski?" 

"No one knows — perhaps because he knows how to 
flatter him." 

Peter gave his favorite an ugly look. 

"Do you think that is the sole reason for the friend- 
ship of kings?" he demanded. 

Mentchikoff saw his danger and fell on one knee, kiss- 
ing passionately his master's rough hand ; he knew that 
there is nothing an absolute prince dislikes more than 
the insinuation that he is rul«l through his vanl^ and 



THE BETRAYAL. 195 

adroitly influenced by flattery, even thou^ he is seldcHii 
led by any other means or persuasion. 

Peter was mollified by this act of homage. 

"If you flattered me, Danilovitch, I should love you 
no Iftngcr," he said. 

"II I had been a flatterer," replied Mentchiko£f, 
'{1 should not have brought you this ill news, Peter 
Alexievitch." 

The Czar rose, raising his favorite also to his feet. 
He did not feel any ill-will towards the Prince for his 
failure to detect the secret negotiations of the Elector; 
all the force of his ardent soul was absorbed in fury 
against his faithless ally. 

"Patkul must be saved," he said. "Am I to submit 
to this treatment ? I will appeal to England, to Holland, 
to the &npirel" 

M.entchikotf did not voice his thoughts, which were 
that the name of Karl now sounded so terribly in 
Europe that it was doubtful if any nation would dare 
to interfere with him, besides the fact that the coun- 
tries mentioned by Peter were engaged in a costly war 
with France. 

He frowned at the floor and was silent; he could 
see no way by which Peter could come by satisfaction 
and vengeance save through his own genius and might 

"Patkul shall not die," said Peter. "Karl would not 
dare." 

"There are the Swedish prisoners who might be exe- 
cuted in reprisal," remarked Meotchikoff. 

This suggestion suited Peter's breed and training, 
and, perhaps, his disposition, but that prudence and 
foresight that distinguished him from his predecessors 
caused him to reject a proposal that was useless and 
dangerous. 

"There are more Muscovites in Sweden than Swedes 
in Muscovy," he said grimly. "I will take another 
vengeance. I will march on Poland." 

He paused and tore at his neckcloth as if to loosen 
it and give himself air. 

"Of all those who joined against Karl, there is <mly 
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Russia left," he added, with a terrible look. "But 
Russia will defeat him — listen, Danilovitch, I will not 
stop until I have crushed him, beaten him, reduced him, 
as he has crushed, beaten, and reduced Augustus I And 
if he slays Patkul " 

He paused and added in a low voice: "I loved 
Patkul." 

He took a turn about the room in a great and in- 
creasing agitation. 

"Seven years have I fought him — with no weapons 
but those that I could forge myself well ; he had every- 
thing to his hand, and he conquered. But I am ready 
now. Are not things different, Danilovitch? I have 
built a city and a fort, a navy ; I have trained an army 
— can I not defeat Karl of Sweden ?" 

"I never doubted," replied Mentchikoff, a look of fiery 
enthusiasm in his little dark eyes, "that your Majesty 
would bring down this insolent braggart." 

"To break him, Danilovitch!" cried the Czar. "To 
smash his invincible armies, to send his veterans flying 
before me, to make him fly — to drive him to ruin, to 
exile, to make the glory of his victories disappear like 
smoke before the sun! That would be an achievement, 
Danilovitch !" 

He paused, exhausted by his own passion, and caught 
hold of the back of the chair in which he had been 
sitting. 

"I did not enter into this war for lust of conquest," 
he said, as if justifying himself, yet with an almost 
wistful dignity. "Not for hate, as Denmark did — not 
for folly, as Saxony did. I wanted my BaUic ports — 
the trade, the commerce, the prosperity. No one un- 
derstands that." 

"These things must be fought for, Peter Alexievltch," 
replied Mentchikoff. 

'To that Old have I built a navy and trained an 
army," said Peter sternly. "I perceive that I shall get 
notlung of what I want as long as Karl of Sweden is 
master of the North." ,- , 
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He sat dovm again with something of a groan ; rage 
at the defection of Augustus so consumed him that be 
could hardly command his thoughts. 

"Sweden does not know," remarked Mentchikoff, 
"what he has roused in Russia. He thinks the Mus- 
covites may be scattered by the whip and are not 
worthy of powder and shot — he insults Augustus with 
impunity because he does not think that we are to be 
feared." 

Peter turned his inflamed eyes towards the dark, 
pearl-crowned ikon that hung above the stove. 

"God, help me to do this one thing," he muttered. 
"To smite Sweden." 

His face assumed an expression of dark and lower- 
ing anger. 

"If Patkul is slain," he added. "Now would Sweden 
dare?" 

Then, with a sudden and entirely unconscious pathos, 
"Europe will not listen to me — ^I am only the Czar of 
Muscovy. They do not take me as a power to be 
reckoned with, Danilovitch." 

"They do not know you, Peter Alexievitch," replied 
Mentchikoff. 

Peter pursued his own train of thou^t 

"He breaks all international law — if Patkul had been 
the envoy of any other country but Russia the world 
would have cried out against this treatment." 

Despite his passionate nature and his autocratic posi- 
tion he saw i^rewdly enough just how Europe held 
him, 

"I will make my protest, but who will take any notice 
of it?" he continued. 

"Peter Alexievitch, you must make your own pro- 
test," said Mentchikoff, in an energetic tone, "Cannot 
you defeat Sweden?" added this fiery Russian. 

"It has been done," responded the Czar, with a sud- 
den smile. "You beat them at Kalisz 1" 

He spoke warmly and without a trace of envy of 
his subject's success in a war where he had every time 
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failed himself, thereby, had he known it, showing him- 
sdf greater tl^ Karl, who had not been able to restrain 
his jealousy on hearing of Mardenfeldt's victory at 
Fraustadt 

With eqaal generosity and selflessness Mentchikoff 
replied: 

"I was in a little way the forerunner of you, Peter 
Alexievitdi — ^when you strike, Sweden will quiver to the 
shock r 

The Emperor fixed on him soft and lustrous eyes, 
tired and earnest. 

"I must call a council," he said, "but I know what 
to do — I will descend on Poland with my new army. 
Karl is likely to remain at Altranstadt?" 

"There is no talk of his leaving. The English are 
sending an envoy to him — at least a rumor says so." 

"They are afraid he will fall on the Empire," said 
Peter instantly. 

"He will not," replied MentchikofE simply. "His de- 
sgn is solely against Russia." 

"He troubles himself not at all about the West?" 

"Not at all, I think. He would be Alexander — 
Saxony is but his Thrace — Russia must be his Persia, 
and he thinks all his conquests little things beside that 
battle that must be his Gaugamela !" 

"He would dethrone me, and I would break him 
Utterly," remarked Peter. "It only is to be seen which 
is the stronger man." 

He pressed Mentchikoff's hand and left the room 
abruptly, seeking that comfort which never failed to 
soothe him in his most gloomy and bitter moods, 
Katheria, now his wife. 

He found her in the garden amid the lilac thickets 
that were just beginning to be covered with their pale 
flowers. 

The Livonian peasant girl was now rather stout, 
heavy and indolent in habit, slow in her movements, 
generally silent, with a good-natured smile on her full 
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Her extraordinary elevation had in no way altered 

her disposition; she was as unassuming as she had been 
when she was the servant of Mentchikoff; she did not 
mingle in the least in politics of which she understood 
nothing, but she was intelligent enough to at least feign 
an appreciation of what Peter was trying to do for 
Hussia, and her quiet sweetness, her placid cheerful- 
ness never grew stale to Peter; he looked upon her 
almost as his savior from the devils of melancholy and 
horror that tore at his soul. 

He was not nice in his tastes. Her lack of refinement 
did not vex him; her over-blown, untidy beauty still 
satisfied him, neither her manners nor her past troubled 
him; with a certain grandeur he disdained everything 
but the fact that she was the one woman he had found 
wholly pleasing; she went everywhere with him and 
knew all his secrets; so far she had been faithful to 
him, perhaps because in her heart she was entirely 
afraid of him, and, for all her outward calm, very 
wary. 

llie Czar flung himself on the seat she reclined on, 
and put his arm round her shoulders, turning her fair 
cotmtenance, framed in the long, Russian veil, towards 
him. 

"Saxony has delivered my Patkul to Sweden!" he 
said. 

"Alas, poor gentleman!" cried Katherina, in genuine 
distress. 

Peter kissed her fiercely. 

"What do you think I shaU do, my rose?" he 
asked. 

"Why, rescue him, Peter Alexievitdi." 

"That, if I can — if I am too late — " the veins stood 
out on his forehead and a li^t foam gathered on his 
lips. "Do you not think I shall avenge him?" he 
asked pitifully. 

Katherina answered as if he had been a child. 

"Why, of course," she said. 
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EUROPE, absorbed in tiie war of the Spanish 
Succession, paid no heed to the Czar's bitter 
protests against Saxony and Sweden, and Patkul 
was sent to Kazimicry. 

Peter, with an army of 6o,ooo trained men, officered 
by Germans, obtained secretly from the Emperor of 
Austria, who was alarmed by the near approach of the 
terrible Swede, marched into Poland. 

General Lewenhaupt was not able to guard the entries 
into this country which was neither fortified nor united, 
and the Czar took Lublin which had been left with- 
out a Swedish garrison, and there convoked a Diet on 
the model of that of Varsovia, thereby further distract- 
ing an already thrice distracted country. 

Augustus was now as hateful as Stanislaus in the 
eyes of Peter, and his project was to give all that the 
Elector had renounced by the peace of Altranstadt to 
a third king; he had in his mind Racoczy, Prince of 
Transylvania. 

Russian gold and Russian promises soon gained a 
powerful faction in Poland; Peter exerted himself to 
please. 

His portrait, enriched with diamonds, was presented 
to the officers who had fought at Kalisz, and gold and 
silver medals to the soldiers; it was the Czar's great 
pride to mention that these records of his first victory 
had been struck in his new capital. 

The Diet at Lublin, however, distracted by faction 
and intrigue, fearful of Sweden and suspicious of the 
Czar, made little progress towards any setUement 
of tite a£Fairs of Poland; it would recognize neither 
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Augustus nor Stanislaus, but was by no means agreed 
as to the man to put in the place of these monarchs. 
Peter, with a slowness that led his enemy into despis- 
ing him, remained at Lublin watching these intrigues 
and training his army, his sole encounters with the 
enemy being skirmishes between wandering parties of 
Muscovites and detachments of Lewenhaupt's Swedes 
in Livonia and Lithuania; a kind of warfare which 
ruined the wretched country without giving any ad- 
vantage to either side. Meanwhile the Sapieha and 
Ogin^i, again commenced pillaging and burning, 
marauding friend and foe alike, causing Karl to send 
Stanislaus with General Rehnskold to Poland to en- 
deavor to reduce these disorders. 

Peter, finding it impossible to maintain an army 
any longer in a country so mined and desolate, and pur- 
suing his waiting policy, left the Diet of Lublin to dieir 
deliberations and fell back on his base in Lithuania, 
daily strengthening his forces and filling the courts of 
Europe v/'itii his plaints against Karl and his demands 
for the return of Patkul. 

This left Stanislaus sole master of Poland, and the 
power of Karl was at its height; his camp at Altran- 
stadt held envoys from all the princes of Europe, seek- 
ing his favor, endeavoring to discover his plans and to 
gain bis alliance. 

In this moment Karl gave little thought to Peter, 
save to issue scornful orders for the suppression of 
his predatory bands of Tartars and Cossacks. 

Karl now turned his attention to the Empire, and 
in revenge for a slight he thought he had received 
at the hands of the Emperor's chamberlain, he de- 
manded reparation from Joseph in the haughtiest 
terms, insisting not only on the banishment of the 
offending Count Tobar, but on that nobleman's de- 
livery into his own hands, and the surrender of the 
Muscovite refugees that had escaped over the frontier 
into Austria. 

This abuse of the law of nations passed without a 
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murmur in Curc^e, so powerful was Sweden, as did 
also Karl's demand that their ancient privileges be re- 
stored to the Protestants of Silesia. 

Josefdi humbled himself as Augustus had done, 
and the court of Vienna was as humble as that of 
Saxony. 

"If the King of Sweden had asked me to turn 
Lutheran I shoidd have been obliged to do it," said the 
Austrian, in reply to the papal nuncio's protests. 

Peter heard these things with outbursts of fury, but 
continued to accept the German officers secretly sent 
him by the feeble Emperor. 

He was in Lithuania, occupying bis dajrs with train- 
ing and hardening his troops, endeavoring to rouse 
Europe to save Patkul, and watching the increasing 
splendor of his terrible enemy, when Helene D'Ein- 
siedel, who had made her way from Dresden amid in- 
credible difHculties, forced her way into the Czar's pres- 
ence and besought him, in the accents of a creature dis- 
tracted, to rescue her lover. 

"I am helpless," said Peter, with a dreadful look at 
the livid face of the wretched girl. 

"He will be executed — ^in die most horrible way," 
whi^ered Helene, "We were to have been married 
this autumn." 

"Child," said the Czar kindly, "I have done what I 
could. I do not need a woman to urge me to this 
duty." He looked away from where she knelt, huddled 
on the dirty 0oor at his feet, in her dusty traveling 
dress, all grace and beauty crushed out of her. "I wiU 
break Sweden," he added. 

"What is that to me," cried Helene, "if Patkul 
dies?" 

"Would it not be something," asked Peter, "to have 
revenge?" 

She appeared not to hear him; her distraught mind 
was concentrated on one thing only that was stronger 
than her fatigue or her despair— the effort to save 
Patkul. 
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"Cannot you, who are an Emperor, do this?" she 
implored. 

Peter turned fiercely to Mentchikoff. 

"Take away this woman," he said, "I cannot en- 
dure it." 

The shuddering creature staggered to her feet before 
Hie officers could touch her, and flung out her poor, 
feeble hands with a shriek. 

"They will break him on the wheel 1" she wailed. 
"Oh, let me die first I" 

Peter had looked on many frantic women before, and 
heard similar words often enough. The wives, mothers 
and sisters of the Strelitz executed in the Red Square, 
many of them by Peter's own hand, had comported 
themselves in similar fashion, mad with grief and 
horror, and he had given them never a glance, yet the 
anguish of this fond creature, who had traveled so far 
and through such perils that she was half-crazed with 
terror and fatigue, to demand a protection it was out 
of his power to bestow, moved him terribly; he could 
not bear to look on her, and she 'was forced from his 
presence and given to the charge of the servants who 
bad com? with her on this desperate journey. 

"Let Katherina go to her," muttered the Czar. 
"Katherina has a gentle mind and a soothing tongue." 

For himself he sou^t Mentchikoff, that firm and tire- 
less friend. 

Throwing an old mantle about his shoulders, for this 
autumn was unusually chill, even for the North, he 
mounted his great, rough horse and rode to the quarters 
of the Prince that were far more comfortable than 
his own. 

He was humiliated and struck to the heart; with 
an impatience and gloomy bitterness he eyed his huge 
encampment; what use was it to train these men who 
fled at the very name of the King of Sweden? What 
good his pains, his example, his rewards, his punish- 
ments, to mold a nation uncivilized in every art and 
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The reactionary party was still at work; there were 
eager hands ready to undo his every reform; his heir, 
son of the repudiated Eudoxia, was a weakling, none 
of the children of Katherina, his chosen woman, had 
lived. 

Almost his task seemed too great for the Russian; 
the war had been long and entirely disastrous; if it 
had taught him the art of war, it had done so in lessons 
rude and bitter. 

His allies had fallen away from him ; his enemy was 
in every way triumphant, had eclipsed his glory, dimmed 
his rising renown, made him and his attemps at great- 
ness a lau^ing-stock. 

Europe would not even listen to htm when he 
complained of Karl's breach of international law and 
demanded his ambassador ; instead they sent their 
representatives to do homage to the conqueror in his 
camp. The Emperor of Austria cringed, Europe was 
at the feet of this young man — in truth a second 
Alexander, who had but to decide in which direction 
his further glory should lie; and no one troubled about 
Muscovy and its passionate ruler, so fiercely trying to 
educate his country into some semblance of his am- 
bitious dreams. 

"Sweden blocks me," said Peter to Mentchikoff. "He 
must go, or all we have done is in vain. He stops 
my progress, Danilovitch; he wants to pull down, I to 
biuld. What am I to do — it seems that he is invin- 
cible." 

He spoke without malice or hate now, only with a 
sadness that was wistful in Its sincerity. 

"And PatkiJ!" he added. "Patkul will be broken, 
Danilovitch." 

"I would we could break Augustus," said the Prince. 

"With my own hands," remarked the Czar, "I 
would put him to the torture. That little thing came 
from Dresden to ask me to save Patkul — and I can do 
nothing!" 

It was the bitterest r,:ortification to which he had 
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ever been subject in a life full of vicissitudes; Men- 
tchikofi knew it and scowled; he could not endure to 
glance at the cruel position in which his adored master 
found himself; his own whole being was absorbed in 
a deep hatred of Augustus and the Swede. 

But he had a greater faith in Peter than Peter had 
himself ; the Czar might be torn with doubts and fears, 
but the subject was certain of the ultimate downfall of 
the Swede. 

Peter, with an effort, it seemed, to shake ofE the 
gloom that was settling on him, asked MentchikoS 
for a certain Pole who had been employed as a spy in 
the camp at Altranstadt, and who had lately returned 
to Lithuania. 

"I would like to see him," said the Czar somberly. 

"But he knows nothing," replied Mentchikoff; "noth- 
ing-— I have ah-eady examined him." 

"He knows," returned Peter, "something of the 
life of the King of Sweden — bring him here, Danilo- 
vitch." 

MentdiikofiE was reluctant to do this; he felt that 
it was morbid for Peter to be so interested in the habits 
of his rival and a certain slight to his own dignity, 
but he did not dare refuse, and the Pole, a tall, thin 
fellow with red eyes and sandy hair, was brought before 
the Emperor. Peter eyed him glooniily. 

"Prince Mentchikoff tells me that you discovered 
nothing at Altranstadt," he said. 

"Sire," replied the Pole, with a movement as if he 
would prostrate himself before the Czar, "how can 
one discover the secrets of a King who has no con- 
fidants?" 

"I think he has no secrets either," remarked Peter, 
"his design is dear enough. He wishes to dethrone 
me." 

"Yet that is not clear, sire," answered the spy earnestly. 
"All the princes of Europe have envoys at bis camp 
trying to find out his plans, each begging for bis favor 
and alliance. And he is dumb to all." p r 
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The Czar glanced at his friend. 

"A proud position, Danilovitchl" he said. "A proad 
position I" 

"They wonder," resumed the spy, eager to show 
that he had not been altogether useless, "why he 
lingers so long in Saxony — ^ere are many comments 
as to that He cannot," added the Pole, who knew 
that he might safely speak of the humiliation of 
Augustus to Peter, "further lower the Elector who has 
even written a letter of congratulation to Stanislatv 
Leczinski." 

"May every ill overtake him for it !" exclaimed Petei 
in a loud voice, and with a sufFused face. 

"He has even, sire, had the mortification of having 
to deliver his favorite. General Fleming, to the King 
of Sweden who claims him as his subject, and only 
the entreaties of Stanislaus Leczinski stayed Karl from 
putting him to death." 

Peter was not interested in General Fleming, and 
was impatient of hearing of what he considered further 
vileness on Ihe part of the Elector, whom he regarded 
as one dead and damned — no longer to be taken into 
account, and only to be remembered to have his memory 
cursed. 

"Tell me how the King of Sweden lives," he de- 
manded, fixing bis soft, dark, bloodshot eyes on the 
ferret-like face of the spy. 

"Sire — as he has always done — he is the worst 
housed, the worst served and fed in his army. He 
never touches wine, and his food is plain and scanty, 
his bed a straw pallet. It is his pleasure to inure him- 
self to every kind of fatigue and hardship. He rides 
out three times a day, and has no amusements or diver- 
sions of any kind." 

Peter looked at MentchikoflF, regardless of the pres- 
ence of the Pole. 

"Think what a man I could be, Danilovitehl" he cried 
enviously, "could I so control myself!" 

"Peter Alexievitch," replied the Prince hotly, "do 
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you seek to compare yourself with this hard, heartless 
automaton?" 

"It is a wonderful thing," insisted the Czar, "for a 
man to be so master of himself." 

"It is their manner in Scandinavia," said Mentchikoff. 
"They have few passions and dull f^peties. But 
Karl boasts himself too soon if he would be above human- 
ity — he takes his revenge on Patkull" 

The spy glanced furtively at the two Russians, not 
himself daring to enter on ground so delicate. 

"Where is he better than us wretched mortals in 
that?" added the hot-hearted Prince. 

"Indeed," said the Pole, "he is quite hard in these 
things. He has never beoi known to grant mercy to 
those who offend him. There was a Livonian officer 
captured and sent to Sweden, sire, and there in Stock- 
holm judged and condemned to death. The King would 
not listen to any entreaties, but this soldier persuaded 
the Swedes that he knew the secret of the philosopher's 
stone, and the Queen-Mother sent to the camp to know 
if she might offer pardon to the man in exchange for 
his secret. But the King replied that he could not do 
for interest what he had refused to do for compassion. 
And the officer was beheaded." 

Peter bad listened intently, his eyes full of a dark 
fire. 

"Did the King believe that the man knew how to 
make gold ?" he asked keenly. 

"Sire, it is said that he did," replied the Pole, "for 
a pore bar of gold was sent him that the prisoner had 
made in his cell before the Swedish coiuidlors." 

"Then," exclaimed the Czar, "this action shows a cer- 
tain grandeur in himl" 

But Mentchikoff was quick to seize on another aspect 
of the tale. 

"Did you say this fellow was beheaded?" 

"Yes, excellency." 

"And Patkul is to be broken on the wheel — and his 
crime is equal to that of this man. Where is the 
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grandeur in that, Peter Alexievitch? Not the offense 
but the man is punished by this cruel sentence." 

At this mention of his unfortunate general, Peter's 
brow darkened again. 

"Whether such a man as this is to be respected 
or not, I cannot say — but he is to be feared, Danilo- 
vitch!" 

The Czar then turned abruptly to the spy. 

"Is there no whisper in Altranstadt as to Sweden's 
future designs?" he asked. 

"Sire, there are many whispers. He has sent envoys 
into Persia and India. The Sultan has sent an am- 
bassador to' him returning the Swedish prisoners who 
fled into Turkey; his officers have always boasting stories 
on their lips of what he will accomplish." 

"And they are right!" exclaimed Peter. "What may 
not this man, twenty-live, hardy, fearless, never defeated, 
and whose feats of arms have astonished the world, ex- 
pect to achieve ?" 

"Nothing that you cannot thwart him in," replied 
Mentchikoff, who did not like his master's attitude of 
admiration for his enemy. 

The Czar took no notice of this remark but continued 
to question the spy. 

"He never looks at women, this Swede? There is 
no one who influences him?" 

"No one, sire. For him it seems as if women did 
not exist. When he is forced to meet them he treats 
them with a freezing coldness — and avoids them when 
he can. They say he favored one woman when he 
was in Stockholm, but she died soon after he left for 
the war." 

"Indeed," said the Emperor, who could hardly con- 
ceive of a life of such austerity, "if he has never been 
drunk or in love or in a passion, he is hardly human — 
and the more dangerous." 

"He is neither invulnerable nor invindble," remarked 
MentchikofF. 

Peter suddenly flashed him a warm smile. joqIc 
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'*You are jealous for my dignity, Danilovitch," he 
said. "I love you for it And it is true that I am 
not defeated yet, nor old nor sick, and I have still to 
try conclusions wfth the Swede. Twenty times has he 
driven me out of Poland — and twenty times have I re- 
turned." 

But his heart was not as brave as his words ; despite 
himself his continued ill-success had induced in him a 
conviction of the invincibility of Karl whom he admired 
for possessing all the qualities he would have wished 
for in his own character, and whose glory, now at its 
most dazzling height, a little blinded the eyes of Peter. 
He alone knew the magnitude of the task that he had 
undertaken, the chaos of his armies, and the factions 
in his court and among his people. 

Not even Mentchikoff could gauge the difficulties on 
which Peter labored on that long hard road, unenlivened 
by any success or encouragement, which he had set him- 
self to travel. 
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CHAPTER ni 

IF the splendor of Karl's achievements dazzled even 
Peter, to the rest of the world it was indeed over- 
whelming. 

This monarch, still in the first flower of hb youth, 
found himself in a position unique in the history of the 
modem world. 

Louis XIV bad begun his reign by conquests per- 
haps as considerable, but his victories had beeiy won 
by pro^; bis cause was not so fine nor his behavior 
so remarkable, and his vanity had taken a form more 
ordinary, his pride had assumed the proportions to which 
men are most accustomed 

But both the achievements and the character of Karl 
were extraordinary; his victories were owing to his 
personal genius, the discipline of his army to his own 
efiiorts, the austere behavior of his men, so rare in the 
soldiers of a conquering army, to his own example. 

There was no danger or hardship that he had not 
shared with his meanest soldier, and if they did not 
cherish that warm devotion for him that men have felt 
for leaders more human in their weaknesses, at least 
they accorded him an awed respect that did not permit 
them to murmur at his most severe regulations. 

They had come, too, to believe that while under his 
leader^p they were invincible, the one reverse they 
had received having taken place while he was absent; 
they told each other that Mentchikoff would never have 
beaten the Swedes at Kaltsz had they been commanded 
by Karl ; in his heart Peter had thought the same: 

The summer was waning, and still Karl remained 
at Altranstadt; Count Piper, now become a feeble aad 
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^cklyman through the effect of a sudden itkiess, watched 
with a dull, half-cynical eye the glory of his master, and 
his place was largely taken by Baron Gortz, the grand- 
marshal of the Bishop of Lubeck, whose daring ^rit 
and military enthusiasms entirely suited the peculiar 
temperament of the King. 

Stanislaus now reigned in Poland with as much se- 
curity as was possible to one who owed his elevaticm 
to a whim of fortune, and who ruled a country so torn 
and exhausted by war; he had been recognized by the 
leading courts of Europe, including that of Dresden, 
and in this direction at least the ambition of Karl was 
satisfied. 

Amor^ those who came to Altranstadt to endeavor 
to discover the policy or gain the alliance of the re- 
doubtable conqueror who had just humbled the Empire 
was a man whose fame as a captain had rivaled that 
of Karl, though in all save military genius he was differ- 
ent from the Swede. 

This was the English general, John, Duke of Marl- 
borough, sent by the English Government to sound Karl 
on the likelihood of his joining the war of the Spanish 
Succession, either for or against the allies. 

This the Duke, as able a diplomat as he was a soldier, 
hoped to discover by proposing Karl as a mediator be- 
tween the allies of France, a design that he thought 
would flatter the King into disclosing his real inten- 
tions. 

Karl, who had treated with a cold indiflference the 
other ambassadors and plenipotentiaries who had waited 
on him, showed some eagerness to meet this man who 
had never fought a battle tiiat he had not won, nor 
besieged a town he had not taken, and whose brilliant 
genius had broken the mighty power of France. 

The Duke himself had applied to the Baron Gortz for 
an audience, and by him and the English minister was 
taken to Karl's plain and severe quarters at Leipzig, 
where he then was. 

The King received him in a small room widiout hang- 
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ings or carpets, and with no furniture save a few chairs 
and a table of bare wood ; he had with him G}unt Piper, 
who looked JU and vexed; the minister was prejudiced 
against the fjiglishnian because he had applied to Gortz 
instead of to himself for this audience. 

The Duke of Marlborough entered with a light step 
the poorest royal chamber he had ever seen, and saluted 
Karl with a courtier's bow; these two remarkable cap- 
tains faced each other with a flash of curiosity that for 
a second obscured all other matters. 

The Duke was then nearly sixty years of age, but 
still of an unusual handsomeness and an infinite grace 
in his person; he was attired in the extreme of the 
fashion, black velvet brocade, white satin waistcoat 
flourished in colored silks, a rich Mechlin cravat and 
ruffles, a black satin cravat and a diamond buckle, a 
long curling peruke framing his worn, charming, and 
vivacious face. 

He was both perfumed and powdered, and carried an 
elegant little sword with brilliants in the hilt 

The interest died from Karl's blue eyes and a look 
of cold disgust took its place; the Englishman was not 
the Swede's idea of a warrior. Nor was Karl in his 
old jackboots, worn blue great-coat with the rubbed 
leather buttons, his black taffeta stock and soiled leather 
gloves, his stiff air and ungracious look, the English- 
man's idea of a King. 

Karl wore a light peruke and a three-cornered hat; 
his face was impassive and cold, and he gave a bare 
salute in return for the Duke's greeting. 

Marlborough was not in the least disconcerted. He 
had the perfect ease of manner bom of long acquaintsmce 
with princes and rulers, and was an adept in dealing 
with all manner of men. 

He was as ready with his opening compliment as if 
he had met with a gracious reception. 

"Sire," he said in French, "I should be happy if I 
could learn under your orders what I do not know of 
the art of war." Google 
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Karl recdved this in a freezing silence; it was the 
type of flattery that he most disliked, and he had 
taken a complete aversion to the elegance of the great 
Englishman's appearance and to his courtier-like man- 
ners. 

Marlborough, in no way discomposed, entered agree- 
ably into further compliments, since it seemed that it 
was he who must make the conversation. 

He spoke in French, and Karl, who knew this language 
but would never use it, replied in Swedish, of which 
tongue the Duke was wholly ignorant. 

The English minister interpreted, and the conversa- 
tion on general topics became slow and fatiguing. 
The English envoy was not in any way thrown out by 
this. 

He wished to discover if Karl was likely to inter- 
fere in the war between France and the allies; he was 
dangerously near and had severely treated the Em- 
peror, the most doubtful member of the league against 
Louis XII. 

This object the Duke believed he could attain by 
merely watching the King of Sweden. 

Karl, who knew his design, and disdained al! those 
whom he thought were wanting his favor or alliance, 
broached the subject with a cold blnntness. 

"I wonder your grace takes the trouble to concern 
yourself in this affair. I gave my word seven years 
ago not to meddle in this war." 

Marlborough bowed gravely; he did not believe that 
anyone would sacrifice power and interest to their word; 
he was too well used to the ways of princes to be greatly 
impressed by what Karl said. 

Perfectly at his ease and with a charming smile he 
studied this imperious boy who had put Northern Europe 
imder his foot. 

With that graceful composure so natural to him he 
began to talk of the war with France, naming some of 
the victories of the allies. 

Karl could not listen without interest to any matter 
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connected with military affairs, and he had a natural 
prejudice against the French, so he remained silent, rest- 
ing his hands on the hilt of his great plain heavy sword 
that he held in front of him, and followed with attention 
what the Duke was saying. 

But he was as impervious to the charm of Marl- 
borot^h as he had been to that of Aurora vcn Konigs- 
marck. 

Martborou^, who was used to swaying men and ex- 
ercising a strong personal influence, soon perceived this. 

"Sire," he said suddenly, his fine eyes keen, alert, 
and shghtly amused, "why do I speak of these things 
to one who has accomplished so many greater ones? 
Your Majesty, who has already dethroned one King, 
and will another " 

Karl's eyes suddenly lit 

"Whom do you think I shall dethrone, my lord?" he 
asked, and signed to M. Robinson, the English minister, 
to quickly interpret his question. 

"So you are human," thought Marlborough. 

"Sire," he said aloud, "I was meaning the Czar of 
Muscovy." 

Now there was no mistaking the fire that leapt into 
the cold eyes of Kail; he would not answer, but Marl- 
borough read him plainly. 

There was a httle map of Muscovy, in colored paints, 
lying on a table by the window, and the Duke glanced 
at it as he spoke again. 

"There can be no doubt," he continued, "that your 
Majes^'s task will be as glorious as it will be tre- 
mendous." 

When this was translated to Karl he turned imperi- 
ously to M. RoWnson. 

"Tell the Duke," he said, "that my designs are not 
disclosed even to my intimates." 

This was a httle softened in the translation, but Marl- 
borou^ was fine enou^ to catch die full meaning of 
the words. 

He was quite indifferent to this rude rebuff; he had 
discovered all he wished to know and continued to dis- 
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cuss indifferent matters, soon taking his leave, nor did 
Karl seek to detain him, but most coldly accepted his 
adieux. 

As the two Englishmen went away in Baron Gorti's 
carriage, Marlborough whispered to the other: 

"We need not trouble at all about that young mad- 
man — his one design is to dethrone the Czar — God help 
him I" he added, taking a pinch of snuff. 

"Your grace thinks he will not succeed?" asked the 
English minister, who was secretly impressed by Kail's 
immense success and inclined to believe him invincible. 

"My dear Robinson," replied the Duke suavely, "these 
heroes who feed on military glory are bound to die of 
hunger some day." 

With which remark Marlborough, who was quite satis- 
fied now that Karl would never trouble Western Europe, 
dismissed the famous captain from his thoughts. 

Meanwhile Count Piper, left alone with the King, 
for Baron Gortz had retired with the Englishmen, 
turned to Karl and asked his opinion of the great 
Duke. 

The King seemed to have forgotten iiis presence, 
for he had not spoken during the interview, and turned 
to him with something of a start, as if absorbed in 
dreams. 

"What do I think of my Lord Marlborough?" he re- 
peated ; then he dismissed the Englishman with nearly as 
few words as the Englishman had dismissed him. "I 
do not think that he has the air of a warrior." 

"He is very pleasant," remarked Count Piper, in a 
quiet tone that might have been sarcastic, "and so is 
Baron Gortz." 

"Ah t" exclaimed the King, with a sharp look. "You 
do not like him." 

With that Karl paused ; he was just enough to know 
that Piper had no cause to like the younger man who 
was supplanting him and whose views were so opposed 
to his own. 

"Count," he added, "I have always honored you 
and always shall If I have not always taken your 
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adritt I have at least respected you for ^ving it — but 
I am one who goes his own way. As for Baron Gortz, 
he is, and will be, what you are no^ and will not be, 
my tocA." 

This was a long speech for Karl to make and he was 
suddenly silent, as if he already repented having said 
so much and so exposed his feelings. 

Count Piper flushed; he knew that by these words 
the King had paid him the greatest con^liment and the 
greatest kindness that he was capable of, and that he 
need look for no further recognition from his master. 

He had long ceased to care much what Karl did and 
entirely to cease to hope to influence him; he could 
smile now at himself for ever supposing that he could 
have done anything with this young man, or moved him 
by means of Viktoria Falkenberg. 

He felt himself to be a man whose strength and 
position were both almost lost, and he was, perhaps, a 
little indifferent now to what had gone to make his life, 
but, for the last time, he resolved to sound the mind 
of the King — on two matters that be. Piper, had much 
at heart. 

"Sire," he said quietly, "all these princes and potentates 
come here with one object — to discover your Majesty's 
future designs." 

"Yes," answered Karl, "and you know better than 
any man that I have disclosed these to no one." 

"I do not seek," replied the minister, "to endeavor 
to force your Majesty's confidence." 

"But you want to know something," remarked the 
King, with his sudden, ugly smile. 

"Yes." 

"Well?" 

Count Piper gave the King a straight look, 

"I want to know if your Majesty has any thought of 
returning to Stockholm," he said, and he could not keep 
a certain earnestness from his tone. 

"That thought is ever uppermost in your mind," re- 
plied Karl, not unpleasantly. 
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'It is seven years since you left your catMtal, are." 

"Well?" 

"Sweden needs her ruler." 

"Sweden is well govemeA" 

"Not by her monarch." 

"I do better things than govern Sweden," replied the 
King haughtily. 

"Ah, sire — these conquests cannot, will not, benefit 
Sweden, The scope of the war was attained years ago." 

Karl was silent; he narrowed his cold blue eyes and 
stared at the grave face and conmion[dace figure of his 
minister. 

"And now you would risk all in a campaign against 
Russia." 

"Risk?" exclaimed Karl. 

"There is a risk, sire." 

Karl smiled contemptuously, 

"And if you lose, it will be disaster for Sweden," 
added the Count. 

"If I lose?" repeated the King, with rising wrath. 
"Do you not know that it is impossible for me to lose?" 

"Ah, sire !" murmured the minister sadly. 

Karl suddenly laughed, throwing back his head and 
showing his fierce white teeth. 

"You think that the Czar of Muscovy can defeat 
mel" he said. 

The minister answered: 
. "Marlborough thinks that you attempt the impos- 
sible, sire." 

The King was really angry now. 

"What does Marlborough know of my deagns?" he 
demanded. 

"It is the common thou^t that you march on 



Karl rose with an impatient movement. 

"Let be this matter," he said sharply. "What I do, 
I do, and am accountable to no one." 

This was what the Count had expected; he bowed 
gravely. 
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He feh a sad certainty that the next subject he had 
to broach would be received with even more di^easure 
by the King; 'he resolved that it should not be on his 
conscience that he had not made the attempt 

"I would presume to ask one other thing," he said, 
with a certain effort 

"Ask what you will," replied the King, who had now 
regained his icy composure, "but it is useless, Cotint, 
to touch on my future designs." 

"I would only speak on a small subject, sire — that 
of PaJkul." 

The King flashed him an ugly glance. 

"What of Patkul?" he asked, in a cruel voice. 

"Will not your Majesty think again of your orders 
to the court-martial — that he is to be tried and exe- 
cuted with the utmost severity?" 

Karl was silent. 

"That means," continued the Count, "that he will be 
broken on the wheel and quartered alive." 

"You speak for a rebel?" demanded the King. 

"Other rebels have received a death less crue» — 
might not your Majesty show the same mercy to 
Patkul?" 

"You know in what he has offended me, Count 
Piper." 

"Therefore I ask your Majesty to be lenient. The 
man is brave — he has served his own country — ^he is 
not a Swede — he was to have Ibeen married this 
autumn. Let him die without torture." 

The King's face was ugly to look upon. 

"It is such a chance for your Majesty," urged the 
minister. 

"A chance?" 

"To show the world that you disdain a 'vengeance 
only worthy of the Czar of Muscovy." 

"You are a sick man and I forgive you," replied 
Karl, "but speak no more of this affair if you wish 
ever to come into my presence again." 
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CHAPTER IV 

KARL, having sufficiently humiliated the Emperor 
and Augustus, and having firmly established 
Stanislaus on the uneasy throne of Poland, 
had no longer any need to prolong his stay in Saxony, 
and began that autumn of 1707 to make preparations 
for his departure. 

At this moment everything seemed possible to him; 
no one knew what project he might have in mind or 
to what enterprise he might be directing his genius. 

He had already threatened the Pope, who had inter- 
fered with the Emperor's signing of the treaty in favor 
of the Silesians, which Karl had wrung from him, and 
it was considered possible that he might meditate a 
descent on Italy by way of Persia and Turkey. 

All the nations regarded him with terror and ad- 
miration, and most trembled as they noticed his prepara- 
tions for departure from the country where he had 
completely triumphed over all his enemies. 

His spirits rose as the time came for him to leave 
Saxony where he had been idle a year; even his own 
generals did not know what his destination was. 

"Give me," he said to one of these, "the route from 
Leipzig to " 

Here he paused, not wishing to betray his secret, 
and added with a laugh — "to all the capitals of 
Europe." 

This was brought him; at the top of the list was 
route to Stockholm in large letters. 

Karl saw the meaning; he knew that the Swedes 
were longing to return home. 

"I see," he said, "where you would lead me — but we 
do not return to Sweden so sooil" 

A few days after the army was in marching order, 
and proceeded through Saxony towards Dresden. 
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The forces of Karl consisted of 43,000 men, 8,500 
cavalry, 19,200 foot, and 16,000 dragoons. 

All the regiments were complete, and to many of 
them were attached supernumeraries. These did not 
complete the resources of Karl; he had an army of 
20,000 men in Poland, under Lewenhaupt, 15,000 men 
in Finland, and new recruits were on liieir way from 
Swedea 

Karl had the satisfaction of hearing that on the first 
rumor of his approach the Muscovites in Lithuania, 
where the Czar was endeavoring to regain some of the 
grotmd Augustus had abandoned, had fled to Grodno, 
a hundred leagues from Lublin. 

As the army approached the capital of Saxony, Karl, 
who always rode a few paces in front of his guard, 
galloped off with a few of his officers, giving no one a 
hint of his design, and throwing the whole army into 
consternation by his sudden disappearance. 

The whim had taken him to visit Augustus, and 
within an hour of his leaving the army he had pre- 
sented himself at the private apartments of the Elector, 
leaving his officers below. 

Augustus was then in his bed-chamber, in poor health 
and melancholy humor, lounging in a white brocade 
dressing-gown by the wood fire, while Aurora von 
Konigsmarck, who had recovered something of her 
ancient splendor, but who was also negligently gowned 
in pink taffetas, frothed the chocolate over a silver lamp. 

Count Fleming, the Elector's minister, had seen the 
King enter the town, and had rushed to advise his 
master; but Karl, who had entered the gates under an 
assumed name, and passed as a member of the King's 
guard, was before him, and had entered the chamber of 
Augustus before that prince knew that he was in the 
town. 

Augustus vested himself in haste, being utterly be- 
wildered and amazed. 

"The King of Sweden in my ante-chamber I" he kept 
saying. 

Aurora was deeply angry. 
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"He conies to exult over you," she said. "Before 
he goes on fresh conquests he wishes to satisfy himself 
with the sight of the King he has discrowned." 

"It will give me an opportunity to speak for Patkul," 
said Augustus. "Surely he wUl not refuse me ^t 
favor." 

"He will," replied the Countess, "but he is in your 
power." 

"Bah I" said the Elector, annoyed at this womanish 
point of view, "I am in his." 

Aurora could hardly restrain her impatient scorn; 
every time, according to her ideas, that Augustus was 
called upon to show strength, he showed weakness ; she 
had long ceased to feel either affection or respect for 
the Elector, and in secret scorned herself for the love 
of comfort and luxury that induced her to stay with 
him, and accept the tarnished splendor Augustus had 
secured by the treaty of Altranstadt. 

She had felt keenly the failure of her ruse to secure 
the release of Patkul; day and night she was haunted 
by the last glimpse she had had of H^lene D'Einsiedel, 
as, half-crazed by horror and fear, she had set out on 
her wild journey to the Russian camp. 

"You could keep him," she persisted. "It was one 
of his madman's whims to come." 

"He has an army, an invincible army, at the gates," 
replied Augustus. 

"Ah, you have not the courage," replied the Countess, 
who had become sharp-tongued in adversity. "But why 
do I speak to youF If you had had courage you never 
would have signed the peace." 

"God save me from your railing 1" replied the 
harassed Elector. "Between you and the King of 
Sweden I have had a merry life these last seven 
years!" 

Aurora shrugged the fair shoulders Aat rose out of 
her ruffled lace gown, and flung herself into a chair. 

"At least endeavor to save Patkul," she said bitterly. 

She suddenly turned and looked at him over her 
shoulder, her beautiful eyes fierce. 



222 KIN6S-AT-ARMS 

"li Patkul dies — that way," she flung oul^ '1 shall 
never for^ve you." 

The Elector did not answer; hastily dressed and red 
in the face he flung open the folding doors that led into 
the room where the King of Sweden waited. 

Strangely out of place in this chamber of gilt and 
satin, with the rose-wreath cupids painted on panels and 
ceiling, the ormolu tables and bric-a-brac of china and 
silver, looked the stern figure of the Swede, 

His worn high boots were covered with road dust; his 
attire, plain as that of the trooper he had represented 
himself to be at the gates, set off his tall, robust figure ; 
his hands, in the long elbow gloves, were clasped 
about the handle of his heavy sword; his light peruke 
was held back by a black ribbon, and his hat hung on 
the back of the chair. 

He arose as Augustus entered, and gave him a brief 
salutation. 

"I did not think that your Majesty would have thus 
far honored me," stammered the Elector, flushing 
deeper. 

"I could not leave your Highness's country without 
coming to bid you farewell," returned Karl cabnly. 

He showed no trace of triumph over, or sympathy 
with, the man he had discrowned; his manner 'was that 
of one casual acquaintance with another. 

"I would like to see your fortifications," he added, 
and a flicker of his unpleasant smile crossed his calm 
face. 

Augustus had to make an effort to preserve his 
equanimity ; the humiliations forced on him by Karl were 
too recent and too bitter even for one of his good nature 
to endure without fierce resentment 

But he knew that Karl, thou^ seemingly in his 
power, had an army at the gates that could reduce his 
capital to submission in a few hours. 

Also, all that was best in him longed to redeem the 
shameful delivery of Patkul into the hands of Karl, 
and he thou^t ^is was an opportunity to ask this one 
favor that tix King of Sweden could scarcely refuse. 
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The conversation became forced and general; the 
Elector invited Karl to dine with him and the offer was 
accepted. 

Augustus and Count Fleming sat down to table with 
Karl and his general, and some sort of conversation, 
embarrassed on the part of the Saxons, and indifferent 
on the part of the Swedes, took place. 

The Conqueror ate bread and drank water, and 
Ai^stus drank heavily of every wine that was of- 
fered to him, to give himself courage for the coming 
interview with Karl, in which he would ask the life of 
Patkul. 

The meal bdng over the Elector conducted the Swedes 
round the fortifications, and while the King was a little 
ahead took occa^on to ask General Hord, one of the 
Swedish officers, if he thought his master would grant 
him a favor. 

"I think," added Augustus, "that he will not refuse 
a small request to a man from whom he has taken a 
crown." 

"What is this small request of your Highness?" asked 
General Hord dryly. 

Augustus flushed ; his whole position was one of cruel 
humiliation, and he liked the Swedish officers little better 
than he liked their master. 

"I want the life of General Patkul," he replied, with 
an air as easy as he could manage. "I hardly think," 
he added, with a forced smile, "that your master will 
refuse me." 

"You do not know him," replied the Swede dryly. 
"He will certainly refuse you," 

"Why ?" demanded the unfortunate Elector, with some 
sharpness. 

"First, because it is you want a boon that he will 
grant no one." 

The Elector could not refrain from a bitter retort to 
this brusque statement. 

"Is then the King of Sweden so cruel?" 

"Sir," said the Swede, "he is just Patkul ui a 
tr^tor." o 
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"Will not an easier death content your master?" asked 
Augustus. 

"You will find that he will alter nothing," smiled 
General Hord. 

The Elector, however, could not believe that Karl 
could be so deaf to all promptings of clemency, chivalry, 
and courtesy. 

"He is my guest," he urged. 

"For that very reason he will refuse you more cer^ 
tainly. The fact that he is nominally in your power 
will make him scornful of any concession to you. He 
will also disdain to accord any favor to you that he 
would not give to anyone else." 

But Augustus was not convinced, and if he had been, 
possessed sufficient nobleness to persist in his endeavor 
to save Patku!. 

When they returned to the palace he opened the sub- 
ject, nervously, but witib a certain dignity. 

"I regard myself as doubly fortunate in this visit, as 
I have something on my mind and conscience to put 
before your Majesty." 

Karl gave him one darting glance, then seated him- 
self, resting his gloved hands on the plain hilt of his 
sword. 

He had ilung off his hat, and his eyes shone cold and 
clear beneath the straight fair brows and smooth low 
forehead, shaded by the curls of his light peruke. 

Seen thus, in perfect composure and repose, the face 
was beautiful, marred only by the slight overfuUness 
of the lips and the little ugly twist of them, half a smile, 
defects not noticeable in his extreme youth, but now 
becoming permanent. His complexion, despite his out- 
door life, looked fair and clear as a woman's above the 
black satin stock, and there was no line or shade of 
thought or emotion to soften or enlighten those cold 
and noble features. 

Augustus, richly though carelessly dressed, his soft 
handsome features disturbed and harassed in expres- 
ion, and worn with anxiety and sickness, his laced and 
brocade clothes han^ng loosely on the powerful figure 
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that had lost so much of its strength, was in piteous 
contrast to the man who had ruined him so completely 
and steeped him in such utter humiliation. 

"I think we have done with matters of business," Karl 
reminded him. "I came as one prince taking farewell 
of another ; would tt not be as well for us to leave our 
meeting at this friendly point?" 

This was clearly meant as a warning, but Augustus 
would not take it; he turned pale, and took a rapid 
step across the room; his heart swelled and his pleas- 
ant eyes darkened with the inner emotion he kept in 
check. 

"It is against my conscience to remain silent on this 
matter," he said. 

"Your conscience, Highness?" repeated Karl, with- 
out changing a muscle of his face or altering a tone of 
his voice, yet conveying, by the very impassivity of his 
attitude, unspeakable contempt for the man who had 
been beaten into signing the peace of Altranstadt. 

Augustus flung up his head. 

"I wish, I must," he replied, "speak on a delicate mat- 
ter — one that I shame to mention, one in which X am 
at the mercy of your Majesty." 

"Ah!" exclaimed Karl, as if he suddenly saw what 
was coming. 

"I mean to speak of General Patkul," said the Elector, 
steadily but hoarsely, 

"You will speak in vain," answered (he King of 
Sweden, with the utmost coldness. 

"I cannot think so, sire, I appeal to your chivalry, 
your clemency, to have mercy on this man — and mercy 
on me," added the wretched Elector, clutching his 
hands in his ruffles. "If Patkul dies I am ashamed be- 
fore the world." 

"Did you not think of that when you signed the 
peace?" demanded Karl harshly. 

"Sire, is there any need to diue humiliate me?" 

"HumiUate your replied Karl, with the slightest pos- 
sible stress on the last word. ^ , 

L;,.;,-z.d=,LnOOglC 
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The Mood flamed into the Elector's thin cheAs. 
"Sire, we are cousins," he said passionately. 

"Did you remember that our mothers were sisters 
when you plotted with Patkul to seize my Baltic 
Provinces?" demanded the King. 

He spoke with the utmost calm, and with an air of 
moderation, but he contrived to emphasize the fact that 
the relationship to which the Elector had referred was 
on the female side only. 

"I belong to my father's family," he added, in a 
fashion that showed contempt for all women. 

Augustus did not know in what way to appeal to this 
icy character, this stem, harsh demeanor. 

"1 am at your mercy," he repeated in desperation, 
"a fallen and a ruined man. Your vengeance should 
be satisfied. What would it mean to you to save Patkul ? 
But an added glory. He was to have been married — 
the lady is of my court, young and delicate and good. 
To ^in some hope for her lover she has fled into the 
wilderness of Lithuania to appeal to the Czar." 

"I have heard this before," replied Karl. 

"Think how she suffered before she was reduced to 
this wild journey." 

Karl rose. 

"She has appealed to Peter," he said. "Let Peter 
answer her." 

"But I," said Augustus, "appeal to you, sire." 

The two splendid men, each drawn to the full of his 
great height, stood facing each other in the toy room, 
amid the frivolous elegances of silk and satin, china 
and gilt. 

"At least," added the Elector, "accord him a death less 
cruel," 

He spoke without fear and even with a certain author- 
ity, being profoundly moved, and, like many weak, emo- 
tional people, being strong enough in the actual face of 
what inflamed his passions. 

Besides, he could not but feel that he was of equal 
birth with Karl, considerably older, and of wider «- 
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perience, and that the youn^ conqueror was doing a 
cruel wrong. 

This tone, as of equal to equal, had never been heard 
by Karl since the day he had forever silenced it in 
the Queen-Mother, and it inflamed him to complete 
fury, which he did not betray, but which made his 
blood tingle and his pulses bound. 

"I have nothing to give you but silence," he said, 
in a terrible voice. "I will take my leave. Highness." 

Augustus, pallid to the lips with mortification, fell 
back before this bitter rebuff, and, turning for a second, 
covered his face with his hands. Karl picked up his 
hat and would have left without another word, but the 
folding doors opened and Aurora von Konigsmarck 
entered and stepped straight up to him. 

This beautiful woman was in full court dress, white 
and silver, and adorned with diamonds; she carried a 
long fan of white feathers which she pointed at Karl 
with a gesture of supreme disgust 

So full was she of vitality and passion that the King 
was stayed by her entry and stared at her bright vivid 
face. 

"Patkul may die," she said, in a loud voice, "but he 
will be revenged. No man like you can triumph long. 
In the day of your disaster, sire, remember me — and 
that there was one person to scorn you and your glory, 
and know you for the little man you are." 

She flung out this in a breath, then added, panting, 
"You vain, mad boy!" in a tone of utter contempt. 

Karl stared at her, and the color slowly mounted up 
under his eyes ; he gave a harsh, short laugh, turned on 
his heel, and left the room without a salute. 

Augustus caught the Countess by the arm. 

"What have you done !" he cried frantically. 

She flung him off with a passionate gesture of scorn. 

"1 have done with you," she said. "Pray God your 
son will be a different nian." 

C,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gIC 
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CHAPTER I 



LADEN with the plunder of Poland and Saxony, 
the spoils of their brilliant feats of arms, the 
Swedes, amid the January ice, marched on 
Grodno, the several parties of Muscovites in the 
neighborhood flying at the mere rumor of their 
approach. 

Peter, surprised in Grodno, fled with 2000 men, while 
Karl with 600 entered the city. 

When Peter learned tiiat the bulk 'of the Swedish 
army was still five leagues distant be returned and tried 
to retake the town. 

He was, however, fiercely beaten back, and the 
Swedes pursued the Russians through Lithuania and 
Minsk, towards the frontiers of Russia. 

Karl, after clearing Lithuania of the forces of the 
Czar, intended to march towards the North and on 
Moscow, by way of Pskof, 

The difficulties in his way were terriHe ; huge 
stretches of virgin forest, of desolate marsh, of barren 
deserts, lay between him and his objective. The only 
food that could be found was the winter stores of the 
peasants in the small tracks of cultivated land, which 
were buried underground ; many of these had already 
228 JOgIc 
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been ravaged by the Muscovites, and in any case were 
insufficient for the Swedish anny. 

Karl, who was to be deterred neither by prudence, 
reason, nor fear of any kind, had provided bread for 
his men which they carried with them, and on this 
they had to support the ghastly hardships of the forced 
marches. 

The heavy rains kept back even the indefatigable 
Swede. A road had to be made through the forest of 
Minsk, and it was early summer before Karl found 
himself once more face to face with Peter at Borissov, 

The Czar waited with the main body of his forces to 
defend the river Berezina; Karl, however, brought his 
troops across this river and marched on the Russians, 
who once more retreated, falling back on the Dneiper. 

At Halowczin he defeated 20,000 Muscovites by 
traversing a marsh believed to be impassable, the King 
himself leading, with the water at times up to his 
shoulders. 

After this decisive victory he pursued the Russians 
to Mohilew, on the frontiers of Poland; by the autumn 
he was chasing tiie Czar from Smolensk, on the Moscow 
road. 

At Smolensk, narrowly escaping death in a hand-to- 
hand fight with the Kalmucks, Karl inflicted another 
defeat on the Muscovites, and proceeded another stage 
on the way to the capital, from which city he was now 
distant only a hundred leagues. 

At this moment Peter sent to Karl sug^sting the 
opening of peace negotiations. 

But Karl replied as he had replied to Augustus: 
"Peace in Moscow." 

And even Count Piper wrote to the Duke of Marl- 
borough, whom he was keeping informed of the progress 
of the campaign, that the dethronement of the Czar was 
inevitable. 

But Peter, still unshaken after the defeats of eight 
years, again gathered together his scattered and dis- 
heartened armies. CooqIc 
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"The King of Sweden thinks to be a second Alex- 
ander," be remarked, when Karl's haughty answer 
was brought to him, "but I have no mind to be 
Darius." 

The second winter of the Russian campaign was now 
setting in; it promised to be of unusual severity even 
for these bitter regions. 

Even the Spartan endurance of the Swedes began 
to blench at the thought of the almost unendurable hard- 
ships of the long Russian winter, with neither sufficient 
food, firing, or clothir^. 

But there was no murmuring, for the King supported 
all privations equally with the poorest foot soldier. 

The scouts brought in news Ihat Peter had torn up 
the roads, flooded them from the marsh lands, cut down 
huge trees and flung them across the way, and burnt 
the villages on the route to Moscow. 

There was barely a fortnight's provisions in the Swed- 
ish army and not the least prospect of obtaining any 
more in the ravaged, frozen wastes. 

Karl called a council of war in his rough tent amid 
the giant pines. 

There was no fire, and, as Ihe tent flap swayed on 
its cords in the icy wind, a few flakes of snow drifted 
in and melted on the frozen earthen floor. 

Karl sat in a folding camp-chair, a mantle of rough 
blue cloth over his usual uniform, his hands, covered 
by the long elbow gloves, employed in turning over a 
few notes and maps on a plain pine table. 

The arduous labors and unceasing fatigues of this last 
campaign had told even on his superb physique. 

He was thinner and pale, under the brown of ex- 
posure; his blue eyes seemed slightly tired, but had lost 
nothing of their calm, courageous stare. 

Near him sat Count Piper, looking ill and old, wrapped 
in a heavy cloak of marten skin, lined with scarlet and 
gold brocade, the spoil of war of some flying Russian 
Prince, 

Only a few of Karl's generals, such as Rehnskold, 
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G^llenbui^, and Wurtembei^, were present; it was 
his habit to confide his designs to as few as possible. 
Prper, whose forebodings had been silenced by the splen- 
did success of the Swedish advance into Russia, had 
now begun to feel uneasy and to rediscover all his ob- 
jections to the campaign. He thought that Karl should 
have accepted Peter's offer to treat for peace ; the bar- 
barous country and the arctic climate told severely on 
his spirits ; he was in poor health and homesick. What- 
ever sentiment he may have had left for his master 
had vanished when the cruel sentence on General Patkul 
was carried out, and he was broken on the wheel, 
suffering a death of frightful torture. 

Piper had heard that HSene D'EUnstedel had not lived 
to hear this news. 

She had died in a Russian camp soon after her arrival 
there, and the messages Patkul had sent to her by the 
chaplain who attended him on the scaffold had been sent 
to one beyond the reach of comfort. 

Piper never spoke of these things, but he often thought 
of them now .that misfortune seemed at last to be over- 
taking his master. 

He considered now that Karl was in the most danger- 
ous position he had yet found himself in, and he did 
not hesitate to say so, tmpalatable and unacceptable as 
he knew his advice must be. 

"Your Majesty, in common prudence," he remarked, 
shivering a little in his furs, "can do nothing but await 
the arrival of Lewenhaupt." 

This general, who was coming to Karl's assistance 
with 15,000 men and a quantity of provisions, was be- 
lieved to be within a few days' march of the present 
Swedish camp. 

He had, indeed, been some time expected, and his 
retarded arrival had been a matter of vexation to the 
stem King. 

"I most strongly beseech your Majesty to con^der 
this advice," added General Gyllenburg, with an earnest 
glance at the King. Cooj^lc 
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Karl turned over the maps and papers without look- 



this arrogant conqueror, now face to face with his first 
check, any council of moderation was displeasing. 

"We cannot, sire," urged Gyllenburg, "advance on 
Moscow with barely fifteen days' food." For he, in 
common with the entire army, believed this mad project 
to be the one Karl had really at heart 

'There is nothing we cannot do," replied Karl, who 
had indeed often achieved what had seemed to others 
the impossible. 

But Piper was vexed. 

"If your Majesty advances on Moscow, you advance 
on disaster!" he exclaimed. 

The King gave him a cold stare. 

"Are you not yet convinced that I never take ad- 
vice?" 

His bitter rebuke caused the minister's worn cheeks 
to flush. 

It was long since he had ^ven Karl any cause to 
silence him, so utterly had he refrained from counsels 
that were useless. 

Karl took his face in his right gloved hand, with his 
elbow on the table, and looked up and round his little 
council. 

"I propose,", he said, in a manner that left no loop- 
hole for argument or suggestion, "to neither march on 
Moscow nor wait for Lewenhaupt" What third al- 
ternative there could be no one knew. 

"I intend," added the 'King dryly, "to advance into 
the Ukraine, to pass the winter there, and continue tf»e 
route to Moscow in the spring." 

The haughtiness with whidi he made this announce- 
ment covered an inner mortification; he had thou^t to 
dethrone the Czar in a year; he had never meant to turn 
back once on the road to Moscow. 

But ha«ng reviewed his am^ and taken stock of 
his provisions, even his daring could not advaiKe to 
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what was certain destruction. To his listeners the 
present project seemed as mad as an advance on the 
Russian capital, but they did not venture on any com- 
ment. 

With the fewest and barest words Karl proceeded 
to explain that he had made an alliance with Mazeppa, 
Prince of the Ukraine, the country of the Cossacks, who 
was in revolt against the Czar, and hoped to profit by 
the alliance of the Swede to defeat Peter. 

This man, who dreamed to do for the Ukraine what 
Patkul had dreamed to do for Livoma, was a Polish 
nobleman of considerable parts; cast out of his own 
country by the vengeance of a compatriot, he had taken 
refuge amid the Cossacks, grown to be their ruler, and 
now in his old age essayed to play some important part 
in this momentous war. 

"Is he to be trusted?" asked General R^nskold, who 
did not dislike the project as it was unfolded to him. 

"As for that I do not know," replied the King coldly, 
"but his interests lie with me, and not with the Czar, 
for if Peter discovered his secret plans of revolt he 
would certainly impale him as he has threatened be- 
fore. Mazeppa knows what to expect from the mercy 
and justice of the Czar." 

Piper, thinking of Patkul, was silent, but C^llenburg, 
thinking of nothing but the present crisis, ventured to 
remonstrate with the imperious King. 

"Whether or no the Cossacks can be relied upon, were 
it not well to wait Lewenhaupt and his reinforcements 
— above all, his provisions?" 

But Karl was, as always, obstinate; he had, he said, 
a rendezvous with Mazeppa on the banks of the Desna, 
whither that prince had promised to come with 30,000 
men, treasure, and provisions. 

Rehnskold was prepared to credit that this was better 
either than pressing on towards Moscow or waiting for 
Lewenhaupt. 

Piper and (^llenburg were for remaining at Smolensk 
in expectation of reinforcements; Karl listened coldly 
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to an arguments, and remained fixed in his original 
plans. 

The next day the army, to its intense surprise, re- 
ceived orders to march into the Ukraine. Messengers 
were sent to Lewenhaupt to tell him to join the main 
aitny on the banks of the Desna and the painful progress 
commenced. 

It was yet autumn, hut the cold had set in early, and 
the troops had to suffer the rigors of extreme cold. 

Nature seemed hent on throwing obstacles in the way 
of the Swedes. 

The forests, deserts, and marshes were nearly in- 
penetrable ; Lagercrona, in charge of the advance guard, 
went thirty leagues astray, and only after four days of 
wandering was able to find the route. 

Nearly all his artillery and heavy ba^;age he had 
been obliged to abandon in the marshes or among the 
rocks. 

When after unheard-of troubles and privation, Karl 
reached the banks of the Desna that the Prince of the 
Cossacks had appointed for a meeting-place, the ground 
was found to be occupied by a party of Muscovites. 

The Swedes, though fatigued by twelve days' travel, 
gave battle, vanquished the Russians, and continued to 
advance into this desolate and unknown coimtry. 

Now even Karl himself began to be doubtful of llie 
fidelity of Mazeppa, and uncertain as to his route. 

Perhaps feelings of doubt and apprehension were be- 
ginning to touch him for the first time in his life, when 
Mazeppa finally joined the Swedish army. 

He had, however, the worst of news to tell; Peter 
had discovered the plot in progress in the Ukraine, had 
fallen upon and scattered the Cossacks, capturing all 
the gold and grain and thirty Cossack nobles whom he 
had broken on the wheel. 

Towns fuid villages had been burned, treasures 
carried off, and the old Prince had with difficulty 
escaped with 6000 men and a small quantity of gold 
and silver, of little use in a country where there was 
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no one ito be bribed with gold and no commodity to 
buy. 

Karl would have found a few wagon-loads of grain 
more to his liking. However, the Cossacks were use- 
ful if only from their knowledge of this wild country, 
though Karl despised them as soldiers and waited im- 
patiently for the arrival of Lewenhaupt. But when 
this general finally made his way to the Swedish en> 
campment, he had a tale to tell as disastrous as that of 
Mazeppa, and far more mortifying to the pride of the 
King of Sweden. 

At Liesna he had been met by the Czar, and, after 
a fierce battle of three days, severely defeated. 

He had continued to effect a magnificent retreat, 
but he had lost 8000 men, seventeen cannon, and 
forty-four flags, together with the entire convoy he 
was bringing to Karl, consisting of 8000 wagons of 
food, and £he silver raised in Lithuania by way of 
tribute. 

He had the satisfaction of knowing that Peter had 
lost 10,000 men, and that he had held him at lay for 
three days, but this could not balance the fact that 
he arrived at Karl's encampment with his army de- 
pleted and without either provisions, ammunition, or 
treasure. 

Karl received this reverse with his usual cold gravity; 
he neither blamed Lewenhaupt nor took anyone into his 
confidence. 

His situation, so lately that of an all-powerful con- 
queror, was now indeed dangerous, if not desperate. 

He was cut off from Poland, and an attempt on the 
part of Stanislaus to reach him failed utterly. 

No news came through from Sweden, and it seemed 
as if this army, lately all-powerful, was isolated from 
the rest of the world; they could neither communicate 
with, nor receive help nor advice from, any part of the 
globe. 

But the worst of their distresses was the weather; 
this winter of 1709, long to be remembered, even in 
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Western Europe, as one of the most terrible on record, 
was almost insupportable in these arctic regions. 

Karl, who ignored human needs and human weak- 
nesses, forced his men to march and work as if it had 
been midsummer and they well fed. 

Two thousand of them dropped dead of cold in their 
tracks. 

The rest were soon reduced to a state bordering on 
misery. 

There was no replenishing their clothes, half were 
without coats, half without boots or shoes; they had 
to clothe themselves in skins as best they might, and 
suffer and die as best they might, for the mad King 
tolerated no murmur, and such was his authority and 
the awe and respect that his very name inspired that 
his troops endured what perhaps no other general had 
induced men to endure before. Such food as kept them 
alive was provided by Mazeppa, who alone prevented 
them from perishing miserably. 

The old Prince of the Cossacks had remained faith- 
ful to Karl despite the offers Peter made to him to 
induce him to return to his allegiance. The Czar, not 
wishing to appear inferior to his enemy in spirit or 
daring, advanced into the Ukraine, regardless of the 
frozen country and tempests of snow. 

He did not, however, attack the King of Sweden, but 
merely harassed him by small raids on lus camp, thiidcing 
that hardships and cold would have reduced them to 
extremity before succor could reach them. 

News from Stockholm finally came to the isolated 
army. 

Karl learnt that his sister, the Duchess of Holstein- 
Gottorp, was dead of the small-pox. This gentlewoman 
was but a faint memory to the King; it was eight years 
since this terrible and bloody war had been undertaken 
to replace her husband on his throne. 

Karl had almost forgotten Stockholm ; almost for- 
gotten the cause of the war; the young Duke was dead, 
and had but a small place in the stem King's mind. 
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coni[)ared to the vast designs that had grown out of 
his quarrel. 

Not till the first day of February did the snow permit 
the Swedes to move, and then it was amid terrible 
weather that Karl advanced on Poltava, a fort full of 
supplies that Peter held across the Moscow route. 

The taking of this place was a necessity to Karl pend- 
ing the arrival of his reinforcements, as his army was 
deprived of everything, and the resources of Mazeppa 
almost at an end. 

The Swedish army was now reduced to 18,000 men, 
but besides these Karl commanded the Cossacks of 
Mazeppa, and several thousand Kalmucks and Mol- 
davians, free lances attached to his standard by the love 
of booty and of glory. 

With this force Karl advanced on Poltava; he had 
the mortification of finding that Mentchikoff had out- 
maneuvered him, and flung 5000 men into the town. 

The King pressed the siege and had taken several 
of the outwoiics when be learnt of the approach of the 
Czar with 70,000 men. 
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CHAPTER II 

KARL, returning to his camp after having beaten 
one of the advanced detachments of the Czar's 
army, was noticed by General Rehnskold to be 
colorless as a man of stone, and when he came to dis- 
mount at the door of his tent, those who accompanied 
him observed that his boot was dripping blood, and the 
side of his horse soaked. 

The Prince of Wurtemberg ordered his servant to 
run for a surgeon, and General Lewenhaupt caught the 
King's arm. 

"Sire, you are wounded!" he exclaimed. 

Karl, in his proud obstinacy and his desire to en- 
dure everything in silence, would have denied the fact 
even now, but the pain was so intense that he could not 
conceal it any longer, nor could he put his foot to the 
ground. 

"A ball struck my heel," he said sternly. 

"How long ago, sire?" asked General Rehnskold 
anxiously. 

"Soon after I left the camp," replied Karl. 

The officers glanced at each other; they knew that 
this meant that the King had been over six hours on 
horseback since his wound, giving orders as usual, and 
not in any way betraying his pain. 

Leaning on General Lewenhaupt's arm he entered the 
tent, his officers crowding in after him. It was still 
only early summer, but the air was dry and arid, and 
in the tent hot and close and full of a &ie dust. 

Karl seated himself on the plain folding-chair he al- 
ways used, pulled o£E his gloves, and asked for a glass 
of water. 

288 
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"This is an ugly mischance," he said coldly. "I should 
have liked to have met the Czar on horsebadc." 

No groan or sigh passed his pallid lips, but his left 
hand gripped the side of the chair, and b^uls of agony 
stood on his broad forehead. ' 

The surgeon entered, a little man with an eager face, 
one Newnann, well known for his great skill and learn- 
ing in4iis profession; he was closely followed by two 
others, and the King's personal domestics. 

"Gentlemen," said the King, lifting his blue eyes 
now dark with pain, "let us see how far I am un- 
lucky." 

He held out his foot to the servant as if he wished 
him to draw the boot off, but Neumann was instantly 
on his knees, and had taken the injured limb delicately 
between his capable hands. 

It was necessary to cut the boot from the leg; when 
this was done it was found that the heel had been com- 
pletely shattered, and that gangrene had set in; the in- 
stant opinion of the surgeons was that there was noth- 
ing but amputation to save the King's life. 

Karl sat silent, his foot covered with towels, and rest- 
ing <m a chair; the pain was beginning to make him 
giddy, and, for the first time in his life, he was reahzing 
what it might be to be unfortunate. 

Hitherto he had deemed himself bnraune from such 
a chance as this; he had never conceived of his splendid 
body as in any way failing him, and now perhaps he was 
a maimed man for life. 

The officers looked dubiously at each other; to them 
this came as a crowning misfortune; only the spirit, 
presence, and fame of the King had kept the army to- 
gether amid all its miseries, and now, at the climax of 
their disasters, when their very existence depended on 
the taking of the stores and ammunition of Poltava, the 
King was struck down. 

Count Piper came hurrying to his master's side; the 
minister felt that his worst prognostications, that for a 
time had been silenced by the ^eady successes of Karl, 



240 KINGS-AT-ARMS 

were now about to be realized, and he felt a deep inner 
anger at the obstinacy that had landed them in this lost 
country, cut off from help, without resources of any 
kind, threatened by an , enemy who was in his own 
country, and three times their number. 

Karl perhaps read some of these thoughts ; he looked 
at his minister with his usual coldness. 

"Piper," he said, "they want to take my leg off. 

Neumann looked sharply at the King, who he knew 
must be suffering torture. 

This self-control will cost him something later on, 
thought the surgeon. 

He lifted the towels and looked again at the wound 
from which the purple blood was welling, and staining 
the piles of linen laid beneath. 

"If one cut, and cut deep enough, the leg could be 
saved, sire," he said boldly. 

Karl looked at him straightly; it was one brave 
man facing another; the great King and the great 
surgeon met on the common ground of fortitude and 
daring. 

"Do your work then at once, M. Neumann," said 
Karl. "Cut deeply and fear nothing." 

M. Neumann bowed, and directed his assistant to 
bring him his case of instruments. 

Karl asked for another glass of water, and leaning 
back, drank it slowly. 

Several other officers had now entered the tent in- 
cluding Pomatowski, the commander of King Stanis- 
laus' Swedish guards, who had followed Karl into the 
Ukraine out of affection for his person. 

Karl showed some pleasure at his arrival, and held 
out his band. 

"Any news?" he asked. 

"Nay, sire, the last scouts sent out have not re- 
turned." 

"To-morrow we will attack agjun," replied Karl. "We 
must," he added, with an unusual earnestness in his 
tone, "take Poltava." h^qIc 
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"If we do not," thought Count Piper cynically, "we 
are dead and damned." 

He left the tent and passed to his own more luxuri- 
ous quarters; he was much too sick a man to be able 
to watch the operation to which the heroic King was 
so calmly subniitting, and too full of an increasing 
agitation and consternation to be able to command his 
feelings. 

"Yet why should I care?" he asked himself, "Patkul 
was shattered like that sixteen times." 

The news of the King's wound had now spread 
through the army, and there was a growing uneasiness 
among these hiUierto invincible veterans, now ill-fed, 
ill-clothed, and ill-armed. 

Returning presently to the King's tent Count Piper 
met General Rehnskold with whom he was on bad terms, 
but who now stopped to tell him that the incisions had 
been made in the King's foot, which was now being 
dressed. 

The minister, pale, restless, and dis^rited, passed 
again into the presence of the King. 

Karl, who had held the limb steady with his own 
hands while the surgeon used the kntfe, and had dis- 
played not the least emotion, now sat on his bed while 
Neumann bandaged the leg. 

He had just given orders for an assault on the 
morrow ; his voice had not shaken or his hand trembled, 
but his face was pallid and damp, his lips curved in a 
slightly distorted smile. 

Count Piper advanced, but before he could ^eak the 
Prince of Wurtemburg entered the tent with every sign 
of agitation. 

"Sire," he said briefly, "I have just been informed 
that the Czar is advancing on us with his entire 



"How many will that be. General?" 
"We think, sire, about 70,000 men." 
Karl had known this; he bad merely spoken to gain 
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time; the intolerable pain was making it difficult for 
him to think clearly, and he realized that never bad 
he needed to think clearly as he needed now. 

Even his haughty spirit was forced to face the fact 
that he was in a desperate position, and one which 
most men would have judged as hopeless. 

Cut off from all reinforcements or supplies, lacking 
everything, half his troops starving or sick, many 
bandits, untrained and unreliable, shut in between two 
rivers with no shelter or cover in a country so desolate 
and barren — and now helpless with a hideous wound — 
it might well seem that he was about to lose the fruits 
of nine years' victories, and be deprived, in one sharp 
moment, of that glory for which he had sacrificed him- 
self and his country. 

"Seventy thousand men," he repeated; he had him- 
self but 32,000, of which only 16,000 were trained 
troops, but he remembered Narva, where the odds had 
been greater, and forgot the genius of Peter that in 
nine years had created a nation. 

There was no council of war. 

When Count Piper came to see the King that night 
he found him on his camp-bed, fully clothed, even to 
the boot on his uninjured foot, with sword and pistols, 
and a lamp on the table beside him. 

The night was hot and breezeless; the sky cloudless, 
behind Poltava the moon was rising. 

Karl lifted his eyes to .glance at it as the tent flap was 
lifted. 

"Are you wondering when you will see Stockholm 
again, Count?" he asked irrelevantly. 

"I dream no more of Stockholm," replied Piper. "I 
came to see how your Majesty does." 

"Very well," said Karl. 

He moved the lamp so that the rays did not fall 
fully on his face; he was shivering and burning with 
fever, and .knew it; he did not wish Piper to notice his 
condition. 

"Have you seen Rehnskold?" he asked. Qyj^,y[j. 
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"Yes, are." 

"He told you nothing?" 

"Nothing." 

Karl put his hand to his head, pushing back his short 
locks of fair hair that were wet with sweat; his whole 
body ached with pain, and his wounded foot was a fieiy 
agony. 

"Ah, well," he said, "I will tell you myself. We pve 
battle to-morrow," 

Count Piper lifted his head and looked sharply at his 
master; so desperate a resolution was what he might 
have expected from the King, yet it startled him, as a 
general may be startled by the trumpets sounding\the 
retreat he has himself ordered. 

In silence the minister stared at the King, whose 
noble face was in the shadow beyond the deep glow of 
the oil lamp. 

"At last we are face to face!" cried Karl, with an 
excitement that he would never have shown but for 
the fever in his blood. "Peter Alexievitch and I, after 
nearly ten years! He has always fled from me — ever 
since Narva." 

Sitting up in his bed, Karl reached out his hand for 
his sword, then let it drop while he stared at Piper. 

"I met a man crying because he could get no news 
- from his wife," remarked the King, "and another who 
was sad for fear he should not see Stockholm agaiii; 
those who follow me must learn to forget family and 
country — " pausing, he again put his hand to his fore- 
head. "Aurora von Konigsmarck once foretold disaster 
for me," he added. "Had I been a greater prince if I 
had spared Patkul?" 

Piper thought that the King must be delirious to 
talk like this; never had he known him to so unbosom 
himself, or to refer to these personal matters, or to 
speak in this tone of excitement; it frightened him to 
see his stem monarch thus reduced to ordinary humanity, 
and he went up to the bed and caught Karl's band, winch 
was burning hot. )o|o 
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The King, however, had again perfect command of 
himself. 

He gazed at Count Piper with the usual serenity ia 
the blue eyes now hot and blood-flushed with pain. 

"I am still Karl XII," he said grimly, "and my men 
are still Swedes. Go to your prayers, Count, and leave 
me to my rest." 

With this he lay down, and put his head on the hard 
pillow. 

A faint, half-stifled sigh escaped him, then he lay 
silent and still, and dther was or feigned to be asleep. 

Count Piper did not leave the tent, but stood at the 
open door, looking sometimes at the tall figure of the 
King stretched on his narrow bed, and sometimes at 
Poltava, dark against the paling midnight sky up into 
which the moon was rising. 

A sadness was on Count Piper and yet a calm; at 
that moment his was the clear vision of a man who 
has a premonition that his work is over, and looks back 
quietly and steadily on his life. 

How differently he had dreamed it all I 

What had he not meant to do for Sweden. Karl XI, 
his beloved master, had left his country greater than 
she had ever been before, and Count Piper had re- 
solved to continue his work, to carefully add stone to 
stone till the fair ediiice was complete — to do in his 
way and with his means what Peter was doing for 
Rusda. 

Instead there had been this nine years' war, empty 
of all but that glory that a day's mischance might eclipse 
forever. 

Nothing had been done for Sweden — she had been 
drained of men, of money, left unprotected, her King a 
mere name. 

There was no direct heir; it seemed as if a grandson 
of Karl XI would never rule in Stockholm, as if the 
fine line was at an end. 

The King began to toss in the heat of the fever, and 
in his sleep a groan of pain now and then escaped him. 
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"Ah, you, what have you done for all of us with 
your heroic deeds?" muttered Count Piper; he came into 
the tent and looked at the tall figure in the blue coat, 
with the flushed fair face and loosened neck-cloth, sleep- 
ing the heavy slumber of an utter fatigue that was 
stronger than the torture of his wound. 

Count Piper was certain of complete disaster on the 
morrow; he did not believe that there was the least 
chance of a success against the Czar. 

He saw better perhaps than bts master, how Peter 
had labored towards this moment, how he bad learnt 
bitterly and painfully the art of war from many defeats; 
he knew that the Russians at Poltava would not be as 
the Russians at Narva. 

He was aware also in what a desperate condition were 
the forces of Karl, how two winters in this terrible coun- 
try had tamed their pride and lowered thdr faith in 
their own good fortune. 

And if this bubble of Karl's invincibility was pricked, 
what then? 

Nine years' brilliant success would be, in a moment, 
valueless; Europe but yesterday at Karl's feet would 
soon forget him, and Sweden, depleted of her men, pen- 
niless and abandoned by her King, would be a prey to 
the vengeance of her enemies- 
Peter, bitterly offended by ECarl's brief "peace in 
Moscow," and with many humiliations to avenge, would 
be no gentle foe. 

In that moment Count Piper' almost hated the 
King. 

He was foolishly glad of the twinges of agony that 
caused Karl to moan in his slumber, and when the King 
gave a half -unconscious murmur for water the minister 
made no movement 

It had been his own wish that be shoidd be left 
alone till the dawn when he was to be roused for the 
batUe. 

"I will not interfere with his Spartan habits," thought 
the minister grimly. 
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He went to the door again and looked out on the fair 
night, opal pale, and the long encampment, colorless light 
and dark shade under the moon. 

Count Piper thought as he had never thought before 
on the eve of any of the many battles at which he had 
been present, of the men sleeping now for the last time, 
of the distant homes they woi3d never see again, of 
the Swedish blood that would water this arid soil to- 
morrow, and the Swedish bones that would crumble into 
the dust of this lost country. 

Already the camp was full of movement; the beauti- 
ful horses of the Kalmucks and Cossacks could be seen 
moving among the tents, and here and there the moon- 
light fell on tiie steel of cuirass or the bosses of leather 
trappings, as the Swedish officers rode from one point 
to another fulfilling General Rehnskold's orders. 

Count Piper was preparing to go to his own tent for 
an hour's rest, if indeed his body could repose when his 
heart was so heavy, but a sudden exclamation from the 
King startled him into turning. 

Karl was ^tting up, his right hand flung out and 
grasiMng his sword. 

His face showed ghastly in the mingled lamp and 
moonlight, his wet hair looked dark on his forehead, and 
his eyes were staring and congested from fever. 

"I thought I was being broken on the wheel," he 
muttered in a low tone. 

He tried to move, and the pulsing ai^ish the effort 
broa§^t him made him remember his crushed limb. 

"Fau^!" he exclaimed, in a tone of angry disgust. 
The sword dropped from his hand on to the earthen 
floor; he started, then peered at the silent figure by the 
door. 

"Is that the dawn, Piper?" he asked, in a quiet, natural 
voice. 

"No, sire, the moon." 

"Send one to Wd Neumann come and dress my 
wound. I would sooner be abroad than abed to- 
mgbt" ^ I 
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POLTAVA 247 

"I, too, could not rest, sire." 

"There will be time enough to rest when we are in 
Poltava," replied the King; there was a note of wild- 
oess in his voice foreign to his character; he seemed 
aware of this himself for he added fiercely: "Curse 
this fever — I have Peter's devils on me to-night 
Fetch Neumann." 

Count Piper bowed and turned away. 

Thus, widiout a word or handshake parted King and 
minister on the eve of the Poltava 6^L 
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CHAPTER in 

FOR the second time the horses drawing the King's 
litter were killed — only three were left of the 
four-and-twenty guards who accompanied him. 

Other soldiers hurried up, and began fastening fresh 
horses to the litter. 

"Make haste," commanded Karl, "make haste," It 
was the thick of the battle; the beginning of the sec- 
ond attack which had begun at nine in the morning. 

The first battle had been successful for the Swedes 
with a fierce onslaught of their famous cavalry; they 
had scattered the Muscovite horsemen, and taken the 
outposts of the Russian camp; General Creutz, how- 
ever, who had been sent to reinforce the victors, lost 
his way, and the Czar, having time to rally, drove back 
the Swedish cavalry and captured Slippenbach, their 
general, 

Karl was then about to send for his reserves that 
had been left with the camp and baggage when, with 
a briUiant movement. Prince MentchikofI threw him- 
self between the Swedes and Poltava, thus isolating 
the King's forces, and at the same time cutting to 
pieces a detachment that was coming to his assistance. 

Meanwhile the Muscovite infantry were advancing 
on the main body of the Swedish army. When Karl 
heard of MentchikofT's exploit he could not refrain 
from a bitter exclamation. 

"Too well has he learnt from me the art of war !" 

Quickly regaining his habitual composure he gave 
orders for a general battle, arranging, as best he might, 
his diminished forces. 

He had now only four pieces of cannon, and was 



POLTAVA 249 

beginning to lack ammunition; Peter had at least 
1 20 guns. 

It was one of the first volleys from these that had 
killed the Kill's horses and guards. 

Karl shivered with rage as his glance swept over the 
battle, and he thought of the artillery that he had been 
obliged ,to abandon in the marshes and forests of the 
Ukraine, either through the weather or because the 
horses had perished, and he remembered with a pang 
the men who had dropped from c(Ad and hui^er on 
those terrible marches. 

It was burning hot as the sun rose higher into the 
pale cloudless sky ; the air was foul with dust and smoke, 
and full of curses, shouts, and orders, and the irregu- 
lar booming of the Russian guns. 

Before the horses could be harnessed to the King's 
litter, anotiier cannon-ball fell near; again several of 
the guards were killed and the litter this time reversed, 
shattered to pieces, and flung on top of the King who 
was cast on to the trampled ground. 

Four of his officers dragged him from the ruins; 
he was covered with dust and blood, and almost 
speechless. 

The first line of the Swedes was beginning to fall 
back. 

The swooning King perceived this, but he was almost 
past speech. 

The Muscovite cannonade was so continuous and 
fierce that those about the King tiiought of retreat- 
ing also, to get their master to a place of safety in 
the rear, 

A stretcher was hastily constructed of pikes, and the 
King was raised shoulder high. 

He raised himself on his elbow and cried out for his 
sword which he had dropped ; they gave him this, and 
a pistol which he grasped tn his left hand. 

His blue eyes, inflamed with rage and pain, shot a 
desperate glance over the battle-field. On every side 
the Swedes were giving way; each line falling back 



2B0 EINGS-AT-ABMS 

on the other, and the cavalry bre^dng at either 

wing. 

"Swedes! Swedes I" cried the King. 

Rallying his strength with a mighty effort he directed 
his bearers to take him to the head of several Fo- 
ments, mentioning these by name. But is was too late; 
already everything was in irredeemable confusion; Gen- 
eral Poniatowski forced his way through the melee 
to the King, and ordered the soldiers to take him to 
the rear. 

Karl made a sign with his head that he would not 
go, but he could not speak. 

"Sire," said Poniatowski, "the day is lost — Wur- 
temberg, Rehnskold, Hamilton, and Stackdberg are 
prisoners." . 

It was doubtful if the King heard; he lay like one 
insensible, though his blue eyes were open wide and star- 
ing through the battle-smoke. 

Thty were now being hoUy pursued by a charge with 
bayonets, pikes, and swords; the intrepid Pole, thou^ 
he hekl no rank in the Swedish army, rallied some of 
the Swedish horse round the person of the King. 

Some of those supportii^ him had fallen, and he 
lay on the ground. 

Poniatowski dismounted and shouted to the King's 
valet whom he saw pressing close; the little band of 
horsemen, guards, officers, and troopers, who did not 
number in all 500, but who were all that were left 
to Karl of his Stherto invincible army, kept off the 
fierce attacks of the Muscovites, while Poniatowski 
and the valet, with the help of a horse soldier, got 
the King up and on to Poniatawski's horse, a noble 
dark Arab. 

Karl did not speak a word; he had tried to mount 
a horse at the beginning of the engagement, but had 
been unable to do so, and now the agony of lUs wound, 
the shock of his fall, the passion of rage and grief he 
was in, had so weakened him that he fainted twice 
while they were getting him on to the charger. 



POLTAVA 251 

At last it was accomplished, and the valet, mountiiig 
behind his master, clasped him round his waist. 

The anguish caused to his shattered foot by the move- 
ment of the horse brought Karl to his senses; but he 
was incapable of anything; he had dropped both his 
s^vord and pistol, and his head sank on to the breast 
of the young man behind him. 

In this manner did the Swedish cavaliers, fighting off 
the fierce Muscovite attack every inch of the way, escort 
their unhappy master. 

They had not reached their objective, the baggage 
camp (the other Swedish camps being already in the 
hands of the Muscovites), when Karl's horse was killed 
under him; one of the officers with him, Colonel Gierta, 
though sorely wounded himself, gave the King his 
mount, and again with infinite difficidty Karl was helped 
into the saddle. 

The little troop, fighting through ten Muscovite regi- 
ments, at length brought the King to the baggi^e of 
the Swedish army. 

The Russians were hotly pursuing them, and Ponia- 
towski saw that a moment's delay might be fatal. 

Among the baggage was the only carriage in the 
Swedish army, that of Count Piper. 

The King was helped into this and the Pole, who 
by tacit consent had taken command of this band of 
fugitives, ordered a retreat with all haste towards the 
Dnieper, 

He and the valet, Frederic, entered the cftrriage with 
the King, and supported him, as best they could, against 
the jolting on the rough roads. 

Karl had not spoken a word since Poniatowski had 
conducted him from the field of battle; he now sat up, 
drew out his handkerchief, and wiped the sweat and 
dirt from lus face, at the same time glancing at the Mood 
that was soaking from his reopened wound on to the 
cushions and floor of the carriage. 

"Where is Count Piper?" he asked. 

His voice and face were c^m, but the g^tly hue of 
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his usually fresh and glowit^ £ace told of his intense 
suffering. 

"Sirt," replied Poniatowski, "Count Piper is taken, 
with all the ministers. He came out to look for your 
Majesty, and wandered into the counterscarp of Poltava 
where they were taken prisoners by the garrison." 

Karl gave not the least sign of emotion. 

"And the Prince of Wurtemberg and General 
Rehnskold?" he asked. 

"They also are prisoners," said Poniatowski moum- 
fuUy. 

The King shrugged his shoulders 

"Prisoners of the Russians!' he exclaimed. "Let us 
rather be prisoners of the Turks I" 

He said no more, and the flight towards the Dnieper 
was continued. 

Another misfortune overtook the unhappy King; a 
wheel of the carriage was wrenched off on the bartar- 
ous road, and there was no time to stop and repair it ; 
he was therefore obliged to continue his journey on 
horseback. 

The day was insufferably hot; they could find neither 
food nor water, nor was there any prospect of obtain- 
ing any in this desolate country, arid and uninhabited ; 
several of the men were lost on the way or had dropped 
with fatigue; only a small number remained with the 
King. 

These, towards evening, lost themselves in a vast track- 
less wood that was believed to stretch to the banks of 
the Dnieper. 

Here, while they wandered about in the endeavor 
to find some road, the King's horse fell under him with 
fatigue, and no efforts could get Karl any further. 

Blood~stained and soiled with dust and powder, 
wiAout food, drink, or repose, maddened by the pain 
of his wound which increased with his fatigue, his 
spirit tortured equally with his body by the agony of 
defeat at the hands of the man he most hated, even 
the courage and endurance of Karl could support him 
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no longer, and though he was told that the Muscovites 
were searching for him in this very wood, he made no 
effort to move but crept under a great tree and lay 
there motionless. 

Foniatowski put a horse-blanket under his head and 
sat beside him to watch, together with the few horsemen 
who now comprised the royal bodyguard. 

As soon as the moon was up another body of fugi- 
tives, by rare good luck, came up with them. 

These were Cossacks, headed hy their hetman, Genera! 
Mazeppa. 

From them the Swedes learnt some further particu- 
lars of the battle. 

The Muscovites had taken everythir^; baggage, guns, 
stores, such as there were, and tiie treasure consisting 
of 6,000,000 crowns in specie, the remains of the spoils 
of Poland and Saxony, together with many thousand 
men taken prisoners and many more slain. 

Lewenhaupt, Mazeppa added, was flying towards the 
Dnieper with the remainder of the army; and he him- 
self, added the old Cossack chief, had managed to bring 
away some mules laden with provisions, and a number 
of carts loaded with silver and gold. 

Karl did not hear this news, either good or bad; he 
lay in a swoon of fatigue and pain, the moonbeams 
striking through the thick summer foliage on to his low 
fair head and blood-stsuned uniform. 

Mazeppa glanced at him ; their mutual disaster was so 
complete that any lamentation or even comment seemed 
grotesque. 

The Frince said nothing, therefore, but with the forti- 
tude that belonged to his diaracter and his mode of hfe, 
directed that the food and water that he had brought 
with him should be distributed among the Swedes, then 
lay down on the grass and slept 

The next day tiie painful march was continued, and 
a juncture effected with Lewenhaupt on the banks of 
the Dnieper almost at the same moment as news was 
received of the approach of the Muscovites. 
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Lewenhaupt's men had not eaten for two days; they 
lacked powder, provision — everything ; they bad no 
means of crossing the river. 

But their spirit did not fail them; they had been the 
victors in a hundred fights that even Poltava could 
not efface from their remembrance, and there was 
not a man among them who did not believe that, now 
their King had rejoined them, th^ would once more 
conquer, or else completely perish, selling their Uves 
dearly. But the man on whom they rdied was no 
longer the man who had led them to victory; Karl, 
whose wound was become poisoned and who was in 
a violent fever, unconscious of his actions, was hurried 
into a small boat that the army had with it, and taken 
across the Dnieper with Mazeppa and his treasure, which 
was afterwards obliged to be cast overboard to lighten 
the boat. 

A few other craft having been found, a certain number 
of officers managed to cross the river, but the desperate 
Cossacks who endeavored to swim on horseback or on 
foot were all overwhelmed and drowned. 

While the army was in this pass. Prince Mentchikoff, 
having found his way by the broken bodies of the Swedes 
along the route, arrived and called upon Lewenhaupt to 
surrender. 

One colonel of this anny that had been so long 
glorious hurled himself with his troop at the ranks of 
3ie enemy, but Lewenhaupt bade him cease his vain 
defiance. 

It was all over now; everything was lost, even the 
chance of a glorious and splendid death ; several officers 
shot themselves, others leapt into the waters of the 
Dnieper. 

Lewenhaupt surrendered. 

The remnant of that triumphant army that had so con- 
fidently marched out of Saxony was now in the hands 
of the Russians; slaves henceforth who might come to 
envy their compatriots who had perished of misery in 
the forests of Uie Ukraine. 
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The news of the end of his nine years* war was 
brought to Karl by the last fu^tives who were able to 
cross the Dnieper. 

He seemed incapable of understanding what was tak- 
ing place, but lay silent in the poor carriage which was 
all that had been able to be procured for him. Without 
food, save the scantiest, and ahnost entirely without 
water, the httle party I traveled for five days across a 
desert country until they arrived at Oczakow, the frontier 
town of the Ottoman Empire. 

The bureaucratic delays of the local officials hindered 
the prc^ess of the fugitives into Turkey. 

All the able negotiations of Pomatowsld were un- 
availing, and pending the permission that was to come 
from &e Pasha at Bender, the Swedes were forced to 
take what boats they could lay their bands on and cross 
the river Bug that lay between them and safety. The 
King and his immediate suite reached the opposite shore, 
but 500 men, the bulk of his little army, were captured 
by ^e pursuing Muscovites, whose cries of triumph 
echoed in the ears of the flying King. 

So, sick, penniless, without hope or resource, his glory 
shattered in a day, his prestige graie forever, Karl XII 
entered Turkey, to throw himself on the mercy of the 
infidel 
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CHAPTER IV 

PETER ALEXIEVITCH now found hirasdf in the 
position hitherto occupied by his rival. 
The army that had foiled and humbled him 
ever since Narva was no longer in existence; the terrible 
Karl was in exile, without allies and with nothing to 
rely on but the exhausted resources of a distant and 
dispirited country. 

The astute minister. Piper, the dreaded generals, 
Rehnskold, Lewenhaupt, Wurtembei^, were all pris- 
oners. 

The Czar in one day had won the fruits of nine 
years of toil. More than half the Swedes were slain 
or slaves and there was no one to prevent his claiming 
the disputed Baltic Provinces. 

Of the Poles he had no fear; he knew that Stanislaus 
could not stand without Karl, and that, if he had a mind, 
he might set up Augustus again. 

In brief, he b^ made himself, in one battle. Arbiter of 
North Europe. 

It was possible that Karl might endeavor to inflame 
Turkey into a revival of her old quarrel with him; but 
he had the remembrance of Azov to render him confident 
of mastering the Turks. 

Not that it was tn his nature to think and act other 
than prudently. 

He had not begun this war for glory nor fought any 
battle for display, but always witii tiie idea of some 
solid advantage, of taking some step towards the attain- 
ment of his final objective — the raising of Russia to a 
great place among the nations of ttit world. 

The building of St Petersbuig and Krtmstadt had 
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already shown his intention of making his empire not 
I Eastern but Western, and he had now demonstrated that 
he had mastered the art of war sufficiently to defeat 
utterly the greatest captain of the age. 

He was not unduly elated at this success which was 
so much more than he had dared to hope for. 

At first he had thought the Poltava battle lost; he 
bad been in the thick of the fight and twice a ball had 
pierced his hat; perhaps Karl himself was no more sur- 
prised than Peter at the final issue of the combat 

The Czar's manner of celebrating his victory was at 
once generous and savage. 

He treated the Swedish generals with courtesy and 
consideration, drinking their health as "My masters in 
the art of war," but the Cossacks and Kalmucks were 
broken on the wheel and the Swedish soldiers sent as 
slaves to Siberia. 

He would have liked to have taken Karl, not from 
pride, but because he wished to know personally so 
remarkable a man, and he wished to capture the old 
hetman of the Cossacks that he might impale him 
alive. 

"I wonder Sweden tolerates such a villain near him," 
he exclaimed. "It must have been by bis advice he came 
into the Ukraine." 

He spoke to his two generals, MentchikoS and Alexis 
Golowin, as he took his ease after dinner in the fortress 
of Poltava. 

"Sweden Is insane," said Mentchikoff calmly. "No 
man in his senses would have come so far from his 
base." 

"Nor turned into the Ukraine without guides or pro- 
visions," added Golowin. 

Peter made no reply; leaning gainst the frame of 
the open window he stared out into the sunny, dusty 
courtyard. 

He was now thirty-six years of age and had lost all 
the bloom of youth ; he was getting stout and his excesses 
had left dieir mark on Us face, \^ch, though still 
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soft and handsome, was lined and swollen and an tm- 
healthy color. 

The thick locks were tinged with gray and his eye- 
brows and lips twitched with incipient disease. 

He was now unbuttoned because of the heat; his green 
coat was grease-stained, his linen soiled. 

In his right hand, coarsened by manual labor, be held 
a glass full of some sweet liquid round which the flies 
buzzed. 

A star of the purest brilliants hung by a common 
ribbon from one of his buttonholes, which Reamed as 
his breast rose and fell with his heavy breatlung. 

The two generals were magnificent in satin coats, 
perukes, stars, and laces, but -neither had clean hands or 
linen. 

The air was heavy with the odors of the sour, greasy 
Russian cooking and the smell of brandy. 

The room was roughly and coarsely furnished, but 
a valuable ikon hung in one comer adorned with pigeon 
Mood rubies and still garlanded with llie wreattis of wax 
fruit from the Easter offerings. 

Peter's thoughts were far away. 

He was not dwelling on the personal advantages 
likely to accrue to him from this great victory, nor 
even on its military aspect; he was thinking that now 
at last he could secure his Baltic ports and gain for 
Rus»a that enormous trade once in the hands of, and 
so jealously guarded by, the Hansa League. The Rus- 
sians, long treated as barbarians by the industrious and 
craf ^ Germans, had sold their goods to ^e great Hansa 
station at Novgorod always at a great loss, despite their 
persistent efforts to cheat, or tertered them for the 
English and Flemish cloths which could have been made 
in Russia. 

Peter, who admired as much as he disliked the 
Germans, intended now that the Russian woods, 
metals, furs, wax, and honey should be traded direct 
with Europe. 

He meant also to get the trade with AMa, and by 
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diis ioteFccmimmiication witb nations to teach arts 
and crafts to his own people. While he drunk his 
kvas, regardless of the circling flies, and stared ab- 
sently into the sunny courtyard, Golowin and Men- 
tchiffok were discussing the present pli^t of Karl 
XII. 

The fugitive King had gone to Bender in Bessarabia, 
and was being treated with generous courtesy by the 
Porte. 

He was, however, for all the pomp that surrounded 
faint, nothing but a prisoner, and it was doubtful if, 
even had he wished, he could have left Turkey. 

"He will give no further trouble," remarked Prince 
Golowin. 

But MentchikofI was not of this opinioa 

"A man of those lion-Uke qualities," he said, "is not 
so easily subdued." 

"He may not be," replied the other shrewdly, "but 
without resources he can do nothing." 

Peter turned his ' bead and listened to this con- 
versation. 

"How many men has Sweden with him?" he asked, 
setting down his glass. 

"They do not know, Peter Alexievitch," replied 
Mentchikoff, "but it cannot be many — only those 
fugitives who contrived to escape across the frontier." 

"No one of importance?" 

"Not beyond Poniatowski, Mullcm, his chancellor, 
and a few officers — and the old Mazeppa," said 
Mentchikoff. 

At the mention of the hetman of the Cossacks Peter's 
face twitched with fury. 

"May the devil overtake that ancient traitor," he 
cried, "and roast him to all eternity 1" 

He did not care to dwell on the thought of the escape 
of this rebel, who had indeed behaved with ingratitude 
and falsity to the monarch who had so warmly be- 
friended and protected him. 

Without any more words he left die room and went 



260 KINGS-AT-ARMS 

to the apartments of his wife, who accompanied him 
on all his campaigns. 

He intended soon to marry her publicly and pro- 
claim her as Czarina. 

Not that Katherina had ever demanded this of him 
(indeed she had not expected him to marry her at all), 
but to please his own passion for this woman, who still 
continued to entirely please his curious fancy. 

There were those who believed that if she had had 
a living child he could have disinherited Prince Alexis 
in favor of the offspring of Katherina, since the heir 
was not only the son of a disgraced and imprisoned 
mother, but showed already strong reactionary ten- 
dencies towards the barbaric customs Peter was so pain- 
fully eliminating from Russia. 

Katherina was now clothed in Western fashion; a 
tight bodice and full skirt of blue silk, a pearl necklace, 
and her hair rolled into long curls. 

She was now very stout, and her teeth were ruined 
through eating sweetmeats; her complexion was greasy, 
and her hands ill kept; she had acquired no air of 
dignity, but an expression of complete good nature 
showed still on her handsome features. 

A Tartar maidservant with Asiatic features was 
seated on a scarlet cushion, singing as she worked a 
piece of orange and gold embroidery on a frame. 

Peter spoke to neither but seated himself on the low 
covered chair beside his wife who knew better than to 
speak to him when he was silent 

The little maid, with an unchanged countenance, 
continued singing, in a low, melancholy, and monotonous 
voice, an old Tartar song: 

The gentle baby died, mother, died when it wu born. 

He will never saddle horse, mother, nor eat the cakes of com. 

Or ride before his soldiers in the glory of the mom, 

Nor chase the bitter tiger or the fleet and lovely fawn. 

The gentle baby died, mother, died when he was bom. 

Peter stared at the singer, as if fascinated by her 
flat, brown face, 
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Katherina was not thinking of the song nor of him; 
it was very hot and she was ahnost asleep in her com- 
fortable chair. 

They vT3.mcd him in a silken svaith and in a golden shawl, 

And laid him 'mid the tulips, him the fairest of them all. 

I saw him as a chieftain, magnificent and tall, 

lading red from combat or pbying of the ball. 

They wrapped him in a silken swaith and in a golden ahawL 

And I am left so lonely, all in the twilight clear, 
A-holding of my bosom where lay my tender dear, 
A-watching of the tent door when the first stars ^ipear, 
Oying for my baby in the great desert near. 
And 1 am left so lonely, all in the twilight clear. 

Katherina glanced rather uneasily at the Czar; she 
had hoped that now he had achieved this great victory 
he would be less moody and melancholy. 

Even her placid good-humor did not always find Peter 
easy to manage ; sometimes her ease-loving temperament 
was inclined to regret the days of her comfortable pros- 
perity with Prince Mentchikoff. 

'The King of Sweden has not been captured?" she 
asked gently. 

"Nay, he crossed the Bug and is safe in Turkey, 
flattered by the Sultan." 

"Well, he will trouble you no more," said Katherina 
pleasantly. 

The little Tartar maid rose and crept away, with a 
furtive look at the terrible Czar. 

"I do not know," replied Peter. "He is a veiy 
able man. But I think I have secured the Baltic 
Provinces." 

Leaning forward with a sudden eagerness he began 
discoursing of this Baltic Empire and what the acquisi- 
tion of it would mean to Russia, what she could do 
when she commanded the town and gulf of Riga and 
all the islands, of the new naval base of Kronstadt, and 
the new arts and sciences already beginning to flourish 
in St Peterdmrg. , C"".oo;;lc 
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As he spoke, his roug^ voice, suffused face, and 
swollen eyes became inspired; he forgot the ignorant 
wcmian to whom he spoke, ami declaimed as if he was 
before a nation of men. 

All that he said Katherina had heard before; she, 
who was not able to read or write, was not interested 
as to whedier Esthonia, Livonia and Lithuania were 
in the hands of the Czar or not. As for his new city, 
she preferred Moscow to the new buildings that had 
risen on the marshes of the Neva. 

It seemed to her a thing sufficiently tremendous to 
be Czar of Russia, and in her heart she wished that 
Peter would leave his ambitions and be content with 
the greatness he already had. 

She was slightly disappointed that he was not satis- 
fied with the great success he had just gained ; she had 
hoped that when Karl was defeated Peter would 
enjoy the greatness and power he possessed in that peace 
and quiet and comfortable pomp ^t were her ideals of 
happiness. 

"nierefore a certain weariness came over her at 
hearing him once more ocpound the schemes she had 
never understood and now was tired of; even his 
project of making himself Emperor of All the Russias 
and her his Empress did not excite her ; ease and tran- 
quillity were what this lazy woman wanted, and she 
would sooner have been left in a secure obscurity than 
be dragged forward to a dubious and perhaps danger- 
ous greatness. 

Peter, taUdng vehemently and absorb^ in these 
matters so near his heart, rose and began to walk up 
and down the room without noticing Katherina. 

And she, half dozing, did not trouble .to reply, but 
began to nod in her chair. 

The Czar, suddenly turning to enforce some point, 
saw her h^vy attitude and half-dosed eyes; as he 
stared at her she yawned. 

Peter instantly flamed into terrible wrath. 

"Ahl" he cried. "You sleep while I talk, A^'qqIc 
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She sat op at once, wide-awake and pale. 

"I heard every word you said, Peter Alexievitch," she 
stammered. 

"You lie," returned the Czar fiercely, "but what does 
it matter if you heard or no? It was all beyond your 
pitiful understanding." 

Katherina began to whimper. 

"I have always been faithful," she murmured, twist- 
ing her plump hands together. 

Peter looked at her with contempt 

Anger would sometimes give him a dear-si^ted vidon 
of the creature who had so long infatuated him; he 
saw her now as a stupid peasant woman, and despised 
himself for the dominion ^e had over him. 

His anger dropped to gloom. 

"It is not your fault, but mine," he sjud, "for putting 
you where you are." 

Katherina, grateful that his wrath had passed, dared 
not risk inflaming him by another word, but sat meekly 
pulling at the folds of her blue silk skirt. 

Peter shrugged his shoulders and left her abruptly; 
his mood had been crossed and he had no wish for the 
company even of MentchikoflF, who was, like Katherina, 
a creature of his own creating, and accordingly some- 
times despised by the Czar, who, despite his Western 
reforms, remained Eastern in his ideas of autocracy and 
his own almost divine power and privileges. 

He went heavily downstairs, called for his horse and 
rode, alone, round the counterscarp of Poltava. 

Karl would molest htm no more — North Europe lay 
open to his armies; he could pull Stanislaus down as 
quickly as he had been set up, and put whatever puppet 
he chose on the throne of Poland. 

He had accomplished his army, his navy, his port, 
his capital — and yet in his half-savage heart was still 
this brooding melancholy, this lingering dissatisfaction. 

His own cruelties, his own excesses, seemed even to 
himself to mar his triumph. 

The wife and the friend he had diosen dragged him 
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down and he knew it, yet he could have no more avoided 
them than the diseases that hampered his body and 
clouded his brain. 

He reined up his beautiful black Arab on the ram- 
parts and gazed across the plain where he had broken 
Karl Xn. 

And even at that moment he felt a half-wistful envy 
of the man whom he had vanquished — ^the man who 
could conquer himself. 
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EXILE 

"Qne craignez^voos encore? Dien e mm nous somines toujonrt 
viyiats."—Medai of Karl XII. 

CHAPTER I 

NEARLY foiir years after the battle of Poltava 
on a cold dear day of early spring the Pasha, 
who was governor of the Turkish province of 
Bender, turned sa<Uy away, followed by his suite, from 
three stone houses, stnu^ in structure and design, that 
stood near the village of Vamitza, near the banks of 
the Dniester. 

These houses had been recently built by the King of 
Sweden, whose camp in Bender had been threatened by 
Hoods. 

One was occupied by the King himself, one by his 
friend Grothusen, and the third by his ministers, and 
these plain buildings looking so incongruous in the east- 
em landscape, had become an eyesore and a terror to 
the Porte. 

Ever since Karl had flung himself on the mercy of 
the Turks, sooner than fall into the hands of Peter, 
intrigue and counter-intrigue had distracted the Otto- 
man government. 

Count Poniatowski, able, subtle, and tireless, had used 
every art to persuade the Sultan to take up arms for 
the defeated King, and the Muscovites had done their 
best to check him at every turn. 

Viziers had risen and fallen, plots had become com- 
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plicated and bitter, war had been declared on Russia, 
peace made, war declared again, then peace once more, 
and finally the Sultan had wearied of his guest, and 
every eSort was made to induce Karl to return to his 
own country. 

After long and involved negotiations Karl had con- 
sented to go if his expenses were paid; more than the 
sum asked for bad been sent him thankfully by Ahmed 
11, but Karl, after receiving the money, had again 
refused to depart, alleging that he suspected a plot to 
deliver him into the tumds of his enemies. 

Even Eastern hospitality was now exhausted, and on 
Karl's cool demand for more money an order came from 
the Sultan that if he would not go willingly he was 
to be moved from Turkish territory by force. 

It was this order that the Governor of Bender, 
grieved to his courteous soul by the turn of events, 
had just delivered to Karl, without making the least 
impression. 

Four years of what was in truth but an honorable 
captivity, of idleness and exile, had by no means lowered 
the lofty spirit or softened the hard obstinacy of the 
King of SwederL Through all the ramifications of the 
intrigues of which the Porte was the center, his one 
purpose had remained clear and unshaken. 

He wanted an army to lead against Peter, and latterly 
be wanted the punishment of Mahomet Balta^, the 
vizier who had let the Czar escape with the easy terms 
of the Peace of Pnith. 

While Ismail Pasha was galloping, a thing unusual 
in a Turk, away from Vamitza with the news of the 
King's obstinacy to the Khan of the Tartars who, con- 
jointly with him, had received the Sultan's orders, he 
met M. Fabrice, the envoy of the Duke of Holstein, 
who had his residence with Karl, and reined up his 
sweating steed. 

"What news, Ismail Pasha?" asked M. Fabrice 
anxiously.^ 

The-Tark's »pression was mingled grief aq^,i^ 
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dignatton; he knew that tlus affair might cost him 
his place and perhaps his life, since he ioA given the 
twelve hundred pieces to the Swedes trusting to their 
honor to depart 

"Your King will not listen to reason," he replied, 
"and we shall see strange things." 

M. Fabrice rode on through the sunny afternoon and, 
by the time he reached the camp at Varmtza, found 
that the Governor was carrying out already the instruc- 
tions brought him ^lat day by the Sultan's grand equerry. 
The guard of janissaries that had attended Karl dur- 
ing his exile had been removed, the supply of provisions 
stoiqKd, and all the followers of the Kii^ told that 
if they wished for food they must leave the Swedes 
and go to the town of Bender. 

Consequently, M. Fabrice met a stream of Poles and 
Cossacks, hastenii^ from the village of Vamitza, and 
the huts and tents they had raised round the King's 
bouse, to put themselves under the protection of the 
Porte. 

The heart of M. Fabrice sank; long and weary had 
been the exile, bitter the hope deferred, the suspense, 
the waiting, fatiguing, the long idleness to those used 
to an active life, deadening this suspension of all part 
in the affairs of Europe, and he for one could not 
understand why Karl should have preferred to pro- 
long such a life sooner than take his part in the 
pohtics of the world, nor how he could have so long 
permitted himself to be misled by the chimera of Turk- 
ish assistance. 

Sadly he went to the King's house; the domestics 
were depressed, the Swedish soldiers eyed with gloomy 
contempt the departing cro;wd of Russians and Poles, 
as if they r^retted the good food that these people, so 
worthless in die hour of need, had for so long consumed. 

The King had just risen from the table, and it was in 
his ante-chamber that M. Fabrice found him. 

Poniatowski was still at Constantinople, endeavor- 
ing to serve Karl by his endless intrigues among the 
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ministers and favorites of the Sultan, but the rest of 
Karl's few faithful friends were with him, as if they 
all took counsel together. 

There was M. Grothusen and the Baron Gortz who 
between them had tak«i the place of Count Piper, now 
miserably dead in Russia, General Hord, and General 
Dahldorf, and Colonel Gierta, who had saved Karl's Ufe 
at Poltava, and several other officers and ministers to- 
gether with the King's chaplain, and another Lutheran 
priest 

The house, contrary to the King's tastes, was 
furnished magnificently, to impress the Turks who 
were not apt to respect a monarch entirely without 
pomp, and this room was richly hung with silken 
tapestry, covered with Persian carpets, and filled with 
Eastern and European furniture of costly material and 
pattern. 

All of this had been bought out of the Turkish 
bounty, which had been generously lavished on Karl 
until these disputes about his departure arose, and 
only lately withdrawn; Karl was now subsisting on 
borrowing the money his reckless munificence had 
enriched his friends with, and raising loans at 50 per 
cent from Jew and English bankers in Constanti- 
nople. 

Karl was seated in an ebony chair with sapphire- 
blue velvet cushions ; his own dress was unchanged ; he 
was booted, spurred, wore a black taffeta cravat, and 
no peruke but his own hair, now close-cropped and scanty 
on the forehead. 

He had never altered the stem austerity of his Ufe, 
nor his rigorous exercises, and was in perfect health 
and superb strength. 

He was now fiiirty-two years of age, and his noble 
face, unlined, and fresh and clear in color, still had 
the look of extreme youth; his figure was heavier but 
yet active and graceful, he had hardly reached the 
Bower of his strength, and began to show the magni- 
ficient proportions of a Viking, deep-diested, long-limbed. 
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stroi^, without being coarse, and powerful, without be- 
ii^ clumsy. 

Adversity had given him neither a sense of humor, 
gentleness, nor gaiety, yet in SQme way he Was more 
atractive than he had been, and the uncomplaining forti- 
tude with which he had endured his cruel fortune inspired 
a noble pity in the hearts of brave men. 

Not by a hair-breadth_ had he deviated from the code 
of pride, of honor, and endurance that he had followed 
when North Europe trembled at his feet, nor in any 
way faltered from the serenity that had been his when 
his conquests had dazzled mankind. 

Nor was his obstinacy, a less admirable virtue, in any 
way abated, as his present attitude showed. 

M. Fabrice found that the generals and ministers 
were engaged in persuading the King to abandon the 
design of opposing to the utmost the wishes of the 
Sultan. 

Karl's blue eyes, that had more fire than formerly, 
glanced at once at the new-comer. 

"Ah, M. Fabrice," he said, "have you come to join 
■ your prayers to those of these gentlemen who want 
nie to run away?" 

The envoy from Holstein did not know what to say; 
despite what he had heard from Ismail Pasha, and his 
knowledge of the character of Karl, he could hardly 
believe t^at the King meant to make an armed resistance 
with 300 men against 26,000, which was the number of 
the Tartars and Turks in Bender. 

"God knows," broke out Councilor Miillem, wth tears 
in his eyes. "Your Majesty does not need to prove 
your courage to the world, and it would be a nobler 
part to sumnit." 

"Submit ! submit !" repeated the King ar^rily. "You 
tire me with words!" 

General Hord, who had fought by Karl's side at 
Poltava, and who was still maimed as a result of his 
wounds, now addressed the King. 

"Sire," he asked, "will you condemn to a miseraMe 
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death, at the hands of the infidel, these poor Swedes, 
the remnant of your victories?" 

"I know, by tiiose victories, that you know how to 
obey," replied the King sternly. "Till now you have 
done your duly. General Hord — continue to do it to- 
day." 

M. Fahrice now found his voice. 

"Sire," he said, "I was with the Khan, and on leav- 
ing him met Ismail Pasha; from what I learnt it is but 
too true that they have received orders from the Porte 
that every Swede who resists is to be slain, even to 
your Majesty !" 

"Have you seen this order?" demanded the King 
quietly. 

"Yes," replied M. Fabrlce, "the Khan showed it to 
me." 

"Well/' said Karl, "tell them from me that I pve an- 
other order — and that is that no Swede leaves Biender." 

M. Fabrice was in despair; he glanced at the sad faces 
of Karl's faithful friends who had suffered such pains 
and hardslnps for him, and he felt it was unendurable 
that all should end in a useless death. 

He f dl on his knees, grasping the skirts of tiie King's 
coat 

"For the sake of these others, sire, who are all that 
are left to you, out of so many who have perished for 
your sake " 

"Get up, M. Fahrice," said Karl kindly, "and return 
to your lodging. There is no need for you to remain 
to share my fortune." 

M. Fabrice sprang to his feet, angry and agitated. 

"This obstinacy is not worthy, are. You have no 
right to fling away so many lives for a whim!" 

Karl only smiled ; he was not easily angry with M. 
Fabrice. 

Holstein-Gottorp had always been spedally under his 
protection, nor had he ever forgotten the young Duke 
for whose sake he had first gone to war aiid who had 
been killed at his side. p r 
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It was his nature to be most tenaciously faithful to 
any cause or friendship he had once undertaken, dnd he 
had never faltered in his resolve to uphold the rights 
of his brother-in-law; he intended to make the little 
orphan Duke, his elder sister's son, his heir, and to that 
end kept M. Fabrice near him, and gave him as much 
of his confidence as he accorded to any man. 

Therefore he endured calmly the reproaches, the 
anger, and the pleadings of the excited envoy who was 
listened to with approval by the others, yet they, who 
had tried the like arguments in vain, had little hope 
from the eloquence of M. Fabrice. 

AH, as the hsteners had foreseen, was useless. 

"Return to your Turks," smiled the King. "If they 
attack me, I shall know how to defend myself." 

M. Fabrice had not the heart to reply, and in the 
little silence that followed the King's speech, Jeffr^s, 
the English minister, entered the chamber. 

He advanced and kissed the King's hand with the 
sur of one bringing good news ; he also had been trying 
his good offices with the Khan, and had obtained this 
favor — that an express should be sent to Adrianople, 
where the Sultan then was, to demand if in reality ex- 
treme measures were to be taken against the King of 
Sweden, and in the meanwhile permission to allow pro- 
visions to be sent to the King. 

Karl received this very coldly. 

"You are a voluntary mediator, sir," he said. "I 
ask for no favor at the hands of the Stdtan." 

"Nor did I, sire," replied the Englishman. "But it 
is 'possible that the Forte may repent of the delayed 
severity of these orders, and in any case this gives your 
Majesty time to leave with dignity." 

"M. Jeffreys," remarked the King, with freezing cold- 
ness, "as you leave my house you will see ray entrench- 
ments." 

"Can it be possible " began the minister. 

"Sir," interrupted the King, "more things are pos- 
sible than you may dream of. I do not want your 
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mediation. Nor do I want the provisions of the Turks. 
What I need I can pay for." 

The EngHshman, who, in common with every man 
present, had lent the King money and knew the diffi- 
culty Poniatowski had in raising forced loans in 
Constantinople, thought this pride as ill-timed as the 
King's obstinacy, but he knew that it was in keeping 
with Karl's character, and that he did not speak out 
of flaunting vanity but from that superb disregard of 
money that he had always possessed; gold and human 
life, worldly dignities, and conmion prudence had alike 
been always too utterly disregarded by the King of 
Sweden. 

"I will mingle no more in the affairs of a monarch 
so inflexible," said the Et^lishman, with a slight sniDe, 
as he prepared to retire. 

"A wise resolution, M. Jeffreys," replied the King 
gravely. 

The clergy now essayed to attempt what ministers and 
soldiers had alike failed to effect. 

Karl's chaplain, coming forward, addressed him in 
stem tones, 

"Has your Majesty considered how long and gener- 
ously these Turks have succored you? What Christianity 
is it that so rudely returns such generosity? Have 
you considered your poor subjects who yet hope, after 
these weary years of wandering and of exile, to see 
their homes?" 

In this the chaplain was seconded by some other 
pastors who threw themselves on their knees before the 
King. 

Karl started to his feet; though the discipline of the 
Lutheran religion was peculiarly suited to his tempera- 
ment, and the observance of its rules had always been 
a factor in his success, still there was little of the fanatic 
in him, and his long sojourn in Turkey had induced 
a considerable indifference towards Christianity in the 
heart of one who had always admired pagan virtues and 
pagan heroes. ■y^y^[^, 
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He therefore viewed with real anger the interference 
of these pastors whose appearance at the conference he 
had hitherto hardly noticed. 

His face flushed, and his blue eyes darkened omi- 
nously. 

On the heads of the clergy broke all the anger the 
other remonstrants had failed to provoke, ^ 

"I keep you," he said, with cutting anger, "to say 
prayers, and not to give me advice." 

With that and a general glance of contempt for the 
entire company he left the chamber, and the only man 
who dared follow him was Baron Gortz, a man of a 
spirit akin to his own. 

"I wish Poniatowski was here — he might do some- 
thing," remarked Grothusen despondently. 

"Not an angel of God could do anything," said the 
chaplain, who, in common with the other clergy, found 
himself in the ridiculous position of rising from his 
knees in front of an empty chair. 

"He will be massacred!" cried General Hord in de- 
spair. 

"We shall all be massacred," said Mullem. "How 
long do you think 300 men will resist 26,000?" 

"I know," put in Colonel Gerta, "that the King will 
suffer the roof to be pulled over his head sooner than 
surrender." 

"The Sultan may grant a respite," suggested M. 
Fabrice. 

But Grothusen shook his head. 

"His patience has been too greatly tried — and the 
vizier dare not risk our presence here long." 

"But Poniatowski may do something," urged MuUem, 
who had much confidence in the tireless and resourceful 
Pole. 

The words had hardly left his lips before several 
shots rang out, and all started to their feet, thinking 
this the signal for an attack on the house. 

But immediately after, Neumann, the King's stii^eon, 
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"The King is having all the Arab chargers given him 
1^ the Sultan shot," he announced, "and the carcases 
flui^ to the Tartar troops." 

TTie Swedes were silent 

In their hearts they knew there was no excuse for 
Karl's behavior, and that reason, right, and justice 
were all on the side of the Sultan, who had from the 
first been forbearing, chivalrous, and generous to a 
stranger whom he neither liked nor understood, and 
who had been the cause of much annoyance to htm and 
of many distractions in his court. Yet they all loved 
Karl, who till the days of his exile had awakened little 
affection in any heart, and who now exhibited few lov- 
able qualities. 

But his unyielding detennination, his iron inflexi- 
bility, his austere life, his high ideals of heroic virtues 
had inspired a feeling that was almost reverence in the 
hearts of those who had shared his dreary exile. 

And in this bitter pass to which his obstinacy had 
brot^t them it was not of themselves they thou^t, but 
of the King — it was his peril, not their own* that forced 
the tears to their eyes. 
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CHAPTER II 

THE answer from Adrianople was to the eSect that 
the Swedes were to leave Bender at all costs 
and that all who resisted were to be forcibly 
ejected, and, if need be, slain. 

Their commands were not at all to the likit^ of the 
Khan or Ismail Pasha, both of whom had come to like 
Karl, a type admirable in the eyes of a Mussulman, and 
M. Fabrice again tried his talents as mediator. 

All these eifforts, like so many others, proved fruit- 
less, and for the same reason — the inflexibility of Karl. 

Even Baron Gortz thought the King went too far, and 
he knew, better than any man, the real cause of Karl's 
Utter obstinacy. 

And this was the treaty of Pruth. 

When, after years of dreary waiting, the endless in- 
trigues of Poniatowski had at last succeeded in causing 
the Porte to declare war on Russia, Karl had believed 
that his patience was rewarded and that his downfall 
would be avenged. 

And it seemed as if fortune was again favoring him ; 
Peter, marching into Turkey as recklessly as Karl had 
inarched into the Ukraine, found himself on the banks 
of the Pruth, isolated, outnumbered, without provisions 
or stores, in a position as desperate as that in which 
Karl had found himself at Poltava. 

So terrible was the prospect, so certain seemed de- 
feat, slavery, the triumph of his defeated rival, and the 
failure of his own life's work, that the Czar fell into 
a state of despair which brought on a fearful attack of 
convulsions. 

While he was thus helpless a council of war was 
called at which Katherina presided. 
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By the advice of this ignorant but astute woman, 
now roused from her usual placidity, all the available 
treasure in the camp was gathered together and sent 
as a present to the Grand Vizier in command of the 
Turkish army, together with a demand to know his 
terms of peace. 

The result of this was the treaty of Pruth or lalciu, 
by which Peter ceded all the advantages he had gained 
in his previous war with Turkey, including the town 
of Azov, and agreed to withdraw his troops from 
Poland and to renew the tribute to the Tartars that 
he had long ceased to pay. In return he was allowed 
to retire with his army, cannon, flags, and baggage, 
furnished with food by the Turks, and Karl, hastening 
to the battle and hoping to find the Czar as he had been 
himself before Poltava, found that the Russians had 
retreated untouched. 

Nor had PoniatowsW, who was with the vizier, been 
able to obtain a single advantage for his master in the 
signing of the peace, beyond an article by which Peter 
engaged not to trouble the return of Karl to his 
dominions, should he choose to come through Russia. 

Karl, who had ridden fifty leagues from Bender, swum 
the Pruth at the risk of his life, and dashed through 
the Muscovite encampment, had been driven beyond his 
usual control at the news which he received on entering 
Poniatowski's tent 

In a cold fury he went to face the vizier, but re- 
ceived no satisfaction from the calm Turk, who, having 
as he believed secured his master's interests, cared little 
for the rage of the fugitive King of Sweden. 

"I have the right," he said, "to make war and 
peace." 

"But you had the whole Russian army in your 
power!" cried Karl. 

"Our law," replied Mahomet Baltadgi, "telfs us to 
give peace to our enemies when they demand our 
mercy." 

"And does h order," retorted Karl, "that you make 
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bad treaties when you might make good ones? Do 
you not know that you could have led the Czar 
prisoner to Constantinople?" 

The vizier replied gravely and dryly in words that 
Karl never forgot. 

"We cannot shelter all the Kings of Europe in 
Turkey." 

The King, turning with disdainful haste, caught his 
spur in the Turk's long robe, purposely tore it with an 
angry movement of his foot, and galloped back to 
Bender, blacker despair in his heart than there had been 
after Poltava. 

He then resolved that he would not leave Turkey 
tmtil he had secured the punishment of Mahomet Bal- 
tadgt and another army with which to march against 
Peter. 

The vizier took care that his plaints and protests 
should not reach the Sultan; all letters from Bender 
were intercepted on the road, but after a while Karl's 
hopes were flattered by the Porte which became in- 
dignant at the behavior of the Czar. The Keys of Azof 
did not arrive, the tribute was not paid, and Poniatowski 
was able to convey to the Sultan the news that Mus- 
covite troops were still in Poland. 

Peter, however, had soon accommodated matters with 
the Porte, and Mahomet Baltadgi was more resolute 
than ever in insisting on the removal of the man whom 
he now knew to be his enemy. 

He obtained from Vienna a safe-conduct for Karl 
if he chose to return through the territories of the 
Empire, and he put galleys at his disposal if he wished 
to go by sea. 

But Karl, bitter and humiliated, had been from the 
first resolute not to be chased from Turkey, but to leave 
at his own convenience. 

He had been confirmed in this attitude by the dis- 
covery of a correspondence between the Khan of the 
Tartars and General Fleming, the minister of Augustus 
of Saxony, in the ambiguous phrasing of which he and 
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Baron Gortz had thought they had discovered a design 
to deliver Karl to the Saxons on his return. 

M. Fabrice had satisfied himself that the Khan spoke 
the truth when he denied these allegations, but Karl 
was not to be convinced. 

The express having arrived from Adrianople, die 
predictions of M. Fabrice and the English minister hav- 
ing failed, and Karl being still inflexible, there remained 
now but to expect an assault of the Tartars and 
janissaries. 

The King had already entrenched his 300 troops and 
disposed his household for the defense of his house. 

Mullem, with Karl's secretary, the clergy and the 
other ministers were to defend the chancellor's house; 
Baron Fieff was to command the little garrison of 
codes and servants and grooms in the house of Gro- 
thusen. 

The King assigned to every one his post, and prom- 
ised rewards to diose who ^ould conduct themselves 
bravely. 

The Turks came to the attack with ten pieces of can- 
non, but Grothusen rode out to meet them, unarmed 
and bareheaded, and appealed to these janissaries, who 
had so often enjoyed Swedish bounty, to desist from 
this attack on helpless and brave men, and to grant a 
delay of three days in which to ascertain if in re^ty the 
orders of the Sultan were so severe. 

These words produced a revolt among the janissaries, 
who swore to accord the three days to the King, and 
rushed in a tumult to the Pasha of Bender, declaring that 
the orders of the Stdtan were forged. 

Despite the protests of the Khan, Ismail Pasha post- 
poned the assault till the next day, and drawing aside 
sixty of the oldest janissaries showed them the posi- 
tive order of the Sultan, at the same time telling them 
to go peaceably to Karl and request his departure, offer- 
ing themselves as his escort; so anxious was Ismail 
Pasha to avoid hurting Karl or any of his suite. 

While these veterans were proceeding, armed only 
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with the white wands they bore in times of peace, to 
the King's camp, M. Fabrice, who could not now come 
to see the King in his state of siege, sent him a letter 
by the hands of a Turk, enclosing one from Poniatowski, 
then at Constantinople. 

Baron Gortz took this dispatch to the King who was 
then (it was an early hour of the morning) alone in 
his chamber. 

A great sadness filled the heart of this faithful friend 
as he looked at the King. 

Karl, despite his strength and pride and obstinacy, 
was in a piteous position. 

There was something heartrending, almost ridiculous 
in the King's attitude; this useless heroism, this futile 
defiance — all that had been splendid at Poltava was 
pitiful at Bender. 

And all the more so because Karl saw neither the 
pathos nor the tragedy of his situation, and disposed 
his cooks and grooms, his pastors and clerks, with as 
much gravity as he had disposed his veteran troops 
before Varsovia or Khssow. 

Yet he was more moved than Grothusen had ever 
seen him, save in the Turkish camp at Pruth. Some- 
thing of the old Viking fury that could only be satisfied 
by an orgy of blood was upon him, apart iiom his real 
conviction that it would be dishonor to depart peaceably; 
he lusted to hght. 

A warrior by btrth, inclination, and training, these 
four years of idleness had been almost unendurable to 
his fierce spirit. 

He longed to draw his sword once more and feel 
that atmosphere of excitement and peril that was the 
breath of life to him. 

Added to this he was deeply angry with the Turks; 
no one could tell the bitterness of his disappointment 
in having failed to achieve a Turkish army to lead 
against Peter. 

And the news from Europe could hardly have been 
worse; all his enemies had attacked his estates during 
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his absence, Augustus was once more King of Poland, 
and Russia occupied the place Sweden had so lately held 
as Arbiter of the North. 

All these reflections weighed on Grothusen as he 
addressed the King. 

"Sire, there is a party of janissaries on their way 
to your Majesty, and I beseech you to listen to 
them." 

Karl looked up as if he had been startled from a 
reverie. 

Without replying he took the letter from M. Fabrice, 
broke the seal, and read the enclosure from Count 
Poniatowski. 

The intrepid Pole had fallen into disfavor with the 
Sultan after Karl's imprudent demand for more money 
and was not permitted to be with the Court, then at 
Adrianople ; he had, however, managed to keep in 
touch with affairs, and he now wrote to inform the 
King that it was but too true that Ahmed had ordered 
the Khan to proceed to extremity if Karl refused to 
move from Bender. 

In impassioned words of love and respect Poniatowski 
implored the King to relinquish his mad design of resist- 
ance, to think no more of assistance from Turkey, and 
to return to his own country, trusting to his own genius 
to retrieve his fortunes. 

The King put down the letter and rose. 

"All, all so ready to persuade me to my own dis- 
honor!" he exclaimed. 

He was deeply moved, and his eyes showed dark in 
a pale face as he flung back his head and stared at 
Grothusen. 

"On my soul," cried that nobleman, "these Turks 
mean no dishonor." 

"Have you not yourself seen," returned Karl, "the 
letters to the Khan from Count Fleming? I believe 
they mean to sell me to Augustus." 

"I am sure, sire," replied Grothusen, with some heat, 
"they do not I Icnow truth when I see it, and I am 
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convinced that the Khan and Ismail Pasha are acting 
as honorable meiL" 

"Very well, then," said Karl, "I also will act as an 
honorable man. I refuse to be forced to do what I 
would not do willingly." 

"You know that this may mean your life, sire, which 
is sacred to your people? That all your friends, ser- 
vants, and guards, so long faithful to you, and looking 
to you for protection, will be either massacred or taken 
into slavery!^' 

"Grothusen," replied the King coldly, "if you fear 
to share my fortunes, join the Poles and Cossacks who 
have gone to Bender." 

At this cruel remark the Swede flushed hotly all over 
bis fair face. 

"That you are beyond reason, sire, does not mean 
that I am b^ond loyalty." 

"No," replied the King more gently, "I have no doubt 
as to your loyalty — nor as to that of any with me." 

"The generals are in despair, sire." 

"They have rusted too long — ^like my sword," re- 
marked the King briefly. "Have you any other news, 
Grothusen?" 

He spoke as if he would dismiss the subject of their 
present position, and Grothusen endeavor«l to follow 
his humor, though indeed there was no subject on which 
he could speak that would be particularly pleasing to 
either. 

"M. Miillem had an express this morning to say that 
King Stanislaus was still on his way to the Turkidi 
frontier." 

"He is my friend," replied KarL "Were he not I 
should call him weak and foolish." 

In truth, the inflexibility of the King of Sweden had 
for some time been forced by the pliability of the man 
whom he had made King of Poland, 

Stanislaus, faithful as Karl to an ancient friendship, 
had, on being driven from the Polish throne, gore to 
Pomerania to defend the dominions of his benefactor. 
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After many vicissitudes he had resolved to abandon 
tbe crown that was the real cause of contention be- 
tween Karl and his enemies, and by admitting the claim 
of Augustus to pave the way for a peace for Sweden. 

To this end he had written to Karl several times be§- 
^ng him to leave him in retirement, and not for his 
already lost cause to risk blood, treasure, or his own 
advantages. 

In acting thus the generous Pole showed that he did 
not know the man with whom he dealt; Karl was 
merely angry at this self-sacrifice; he was haughtily 
decided never to permit Augustus to keep the t£rone 
of Poland, and equally to never permit Stanislaus to 
resign it; he had never, tn the dreariest, most hopeless 
hours of his exile relinquished the dream of untfiron- 
ing the Czar, and the chivalrous withdrawal of Stanis- 
laus Leczinski from the combat merely irritated the 
indomitable Swede. 

Learning his humor, but still convinced of the wis- 
dom of his own decision, Stanislaus had decided to 
come himself to Bender to inform Karl of the state of 
Europe and the desirability of his resigning the crown 
of Poland. 

It was this journey, that the Pole was making in- 
cognito, that Grothusen now referred to. 

It was not a happy change of subject, for it vexed 
Karl almost as mtKh as that of the deputation of the 
janissaries. 

"He too comes to dissuade me from what I have 
already set my mind on," remarked the angry King. 
"Well, let him come. If I meet him, I shaU tell him 
that if he wilt not be King of Poland, I can find another 
who will." 

He walked up and down the room, slowly and in a 
controlled manner, but tiie heaving of his bosom, the 
pallor of his face, and the dark flash in the eyes usually 
so cold, told that he was angry in no common fashion. 

He suddenly stopped before his friend. 

"And you, Grothusen!" he exclaimed, "you too wotdd 
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wish to see me a. laughing-stock for the Czar — turned 
from this country at his pleasure." 

His emotion overpowered htm as he mentioned his 
chief enemy; he turned to the window and leant his 
sick head against the mullions. 

Peter Alexievitchl 

That name was the cause of all his wrath and sore- 
ness, all his stubborn pride and deep fury; the Czar, 
the only man who had been worthy of his steel — the man 
who had defeated him — the man, who, through what 
Karl considered the baseness of Mahomet Baltadgi, had 
escaped vengeance on the banks of the Pruth. 

In many bitter ways had Peter made Karl feel the 
stii^ of defeat. 

Piper, Rehnskold, Wurtemberg, and other ministers 
and generals, famous and glorious for their part in 
Karl's great victories, his close compcinions for ten years, 
had marched in chains, two by two, through the streets 
of St. Petersburg, following the barbaric triumph with 
which the Czar impressed his people. 

And the Muscovite ambassadors at Constantinople had 
flourished with Swedish slaves, the heroes of Klissow 
and Poltava, in their train. 

And Karl had the humiliation of knowing that the 
rest of his veterans, the flower of the army, were work- 
ing as slaves in Siberia or teaching their masters their 
native handicrafts. 

Every way Peter was prosperous; his navy rode the 
waters of the gulf of Riga and the julf of Finland; 
his armies spread all over the Baltic Provinces, and held 
Poland at their mercy; his ambassadors were recdved 
at every Court; the arts and sciences grew apact in 
Russia. 

It was no wonder that his name insinred with despair 
the proud young warrior who had thought to dethrone 
hun in a year. 

• "Do you think," he suddenly asked aloud, "that I shall 
leave Turkey till I secure the punishment of Mahomet 
Baltadp?" ,. , 
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He now hated this man, who had snatched his 
patiently waited-for vengeance from him, almost as much 
as he hated Peter Alexievitch, 

"Count Poniatowski does his best " began Gro- 

tfausen. 

"Cease to weary me with that useless talk," inter- 
rupted Karl fiercely. 

Grothusen looked mournfully at the strong nohle face ; 
he felt an overwhelming pity for this life that was so 
strong and brave and steadfast, and so lonely and so 
thwarted, for this nature that had greatly dared, greatly 
achieved, and then bad to endiare the humiliation of 
complete failure. 

Karl was not lovable, but in that moment his friend 
yearned over htm as if he had been a woman. 

Before either could speak again Baron Gortz entered. 

The sixty janissaries, white-bearded veterans, un- 
armed and on foot, had arrived. 

They sent the most humble, most respectful message 
to the King. 

If he would only leave Bender they would them- 
selves escort him anywhere he wished, even to 
Adrianople, so that he mi^t put his case to the Sultan. 

"I will not see them," said the King. 

"Sire, I fear they will never leave until you have 
spoken with them," replied Gortz. 

liie King gave a deep sigh and rang the bell ; Frederic 
the valet, who had held him on his horse at Poltava, 
appeared. 

"Go to these old Turks," commanded Karl, "and bid 
them leave my house, or else," he sought for the worst 
insult one could give a Mohammedan, "I will send my 
soldiers to cut off Jiieir beards." 
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CHAPTER III 

THE janissaries, utteriy outraged at this insult, 
retired muttering in anger: "Ah, head o£ 
iron, head of iron, if you will perish, you 
shall!" 

The Turks and Tartars were now again advancing to 
the attack. 

Karl ran out, mounted and galloped, in company 
with three generals, towards his little camp. He was 
in time to see the 300 Swedes surrounded and over- 
whelmed by the Turks to whom they surrendered with- 
out firing a shot. 

When the King beheld hts veterans thus delivering 
themselves into the hands of the enemy, in his very 
presence, the deep color sprang into his cheeks. 

For an instant he covered his face with his hands, 
then, throwing back his head haughtily, he spoke to 
the officers who accompanied him. 

"Come, let us defend the house, then," he said, and 
turned swiftly about, and followed by the generals gained 
his residence that he had left garrisoned by forty 
servants and fortified as best he could. 

These defenses, however, had been useless before the 
onslaught of an army ; the Turks had stormed the house 
and entered by the windows, a surging crowd of janis- 
saries heaved before the door. 

The King's servants had retired into the large dining- 
hal! that opened off the entrance chamber on the ground 
floor, their fair frightened faces could be seen at the 
great window, in strange contrast to the dark triumphant 
faces shouting without. Coo"lc 
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The King leant forward from the saddle; his look 
was as intent as that of an eagle bendit^ from a rock 
to drop on its prey. He glanced forward at his be- 
leaguered house then back at those about him. 

His following numbered in all twenty persons, inclu- 
ding the generals Hord, Dahldorf, and Sparre, M, Fabrice 
who had contrived to join the King, and Frederic his 
valet 

"Stand by me now," cried the King, "and we will gain 
the house." 

Mad as they thought his action, there was not one 
of them who would not have been ashamed to draw 
back now. 

Flinging himself from his horse, grasping in one hand 
his sword and in the other a pistol, Karl threw himself 
on the crowd of janissaries who surged before his door, 
and began to cut his way through the press. 

The Turks hurled themselves on him; Ismail Pa^a 
had promised eight golden ducats to each man who could 
only touch the habit of the terrible king, if he was 
captured, and the janissaries fought and struggled to get 
near the tall figure in the blue uniform. 

Karl laughed; the fury and the joy of battle, doubly 
grateful after years of enforced idleness, filled his veins: 
he cut down all those who stood in his way and, a head 
and shoulders above the crowd, forced through to the 
door. 

A Turk placed a musket at his head, Karl turned and 
ran him through the chest; the musket went off, the 
ball grazed the King's nose, wounded bis ear, and broke 
the arm of General Hord. 

The Turks began to fall back before this man who 
appeared invincible and even superhuman ; his long 
sword dripping blood, his pistol hot and smoking, his 
fair face calm yet lit with tiiat cold fury of the North, 
so strange a thing to Eastern people, Karl of Sweden 
smote to right and left until he had cut his way to his 
doorstep. 

The little garrison, who had been watching the 
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desperate fight wi& breathless agitation, threw open 
the door. 

The King strode in, followed by his escort; the door 
was instandy bolted and barricaded with chairs, tables, 
and other articles of furniture. Karl now found him- 
self in the large dining-hall ; his entire retinue consisted 
of sixty men, of whom several were wounded. General 
Hord severely so. 

The King's own face was all bloody from the gash in 
his ear; he wiped this away with a gesture of impatience 
and tossed down the soaked handkerchief. 

The little company looked at him, no one saying any- 
thing; all were standing save the wounded general, who 
was seated while a valet tied up his arm with rough 
splinters and bandages. They all of them counted on 
certain death, and had only the melancholy satisfaction 
of resolving to sell their lives dear. 

Only one or two intrepid spirits shared the King's 
humor, and were indifferent to the issue of the 
fray as long as they might acquit themselves with 
honor. 

Among these was Baron Gortz, a daring, audacious, 
and courageous man full of nerve and resource, 
Grothusen, a calm, bold spirit, and Frederic, the faithful 
and intrepid valet 

For a moment the King stood silent, leaning on his 
bare sword, and listening to the Turks who had over- 
run the rest of the house and were hurrying from room 
to room, pillaging and searching for the King. 

Shouts and heavy steps told that they had entered 
Vthe adjoining apartment which was the King's bed- 
chamber. 

Karl wiped his sword "on the blue damask cover of 
a chair and picked up his musket and loaded it. 

"Come," he said, "help me to turn these barbarians 
from my house." 

So saying he flung open the inner door that led to 
the bed-chamber and strode in among the Turks, 
raising his musket as he did so and firing into the 
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group of plunderers. These, startled at the sudden 
apparition of the man whom they had believed dead 
or captured, and loaded with booty, were taken at a 
disadvantage. 

The magnificent figure with the calm face now so 
fierce in expression, that they had been used to re- 
spect, filled tiiem with awe; they retreated before Karl, 
dropping the gold and silver vessels, the rolls of tapes- 
tries, the knives and firearms that they had despoiled 
from the King's stores. 

Karl advanced among them, tfirowing away his 
musket; he drew his sword and drove the Turks back- 
wards before him; many jumped out of the window, 
two crawled under the brocade valences of the 
King's bed. 

Karl, perceiving this, ran his sword through one; 
the other crawled out, imd bending low before ti^e King 
besought his mercy. 

Karl turned to Grothusen, now close behind him. 

"Tell him," he said, "that I will give him his Ufe 
if he tells Ismail Fasha what he has seen," 

Grothusen translated this ; the shivering Turk eagerly 
promised, and was suffered to jump out of the window 
after his companions. 

The invaders had now taken refuge in the cellars; 
from these Karl and his now heartened followers soon 
dislodged them ; some were killed, otiiers contrived their 
escape through doors or windows. 

Karl ordered the dead to be flung out after the liv- 
ing, and in a short space of time the house was free of 
the enemy. 

The Swedes now proceeded to barricade doors and 
windows, and to fetch such arms as were available. 

A large store of muskets and powder had not been 
discovered by the Turks, and these proved ample for 
tfie arming of the garrison. 

Karl, as composed and cool as always when in the 
midst of battle, was nevertheless animated by a furious 
anger and passion; bis blood was up, and be .was 
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utterly reckless of all consequences both to himself 
and others. 

"We will make this house famous," he said, when 
he had given instructions to his men to resist to the very 
utmost and the very last. 

"But too famous!" General Dahldorf could not help 
saying, "if it is to be the scene of your Majesty's ' 

He could not say the word, and the tears rose to 
his eyes. 

"My death," finished the King. "Well, if these are 
our hist hours it is the more needful that we should 
make them honorable." 

He posted such as he had of guards and soldiers and 
the more skilled of the servants at the windows, with 
orders to fire on the swarms of Turks and Tartars 
pressing about the house. 

The Khan and Ismail Pasha now brought thdr cannon 
into action, but with no avail; the balls fell harmlessly 
from the stoutly ?uilt stone walls. 

In a few moments the Swedes firing from the win- 
dows had killed over 200 Turks and wounded a great 
many others. 

"See you," cried the King to Grothusen, "if my 
soldiers had stood firm we had defeated all these 
infidels!" 

"Ah, sire," repUed Grothusen, "had every man a ^irit 
such as yours we should be invincible I" 

It was no mere flattery he spoke, he meant and be- 
lieved what he said. 

And in his heart he thou^t — "If you had not been 
sick we had fought and died hke this on the banks of 
the Dnieper, and not lived to see this exile." 

The King was at one of the barricaded windows, 
firing over the heads of his crouching soldiers who 
were picking off the Turks who seemed in a certain con- 
fusion, when Baron Gortz gave a sudden cry and a deep 
curse. 

He had percnved that the Turks, ashamed at being 
so long kept at bay by a handful of men, were sending 
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arrows, twisted with flaming straw, on to the roof, die 
doors, window-frames, and all the imflammable portions 
of the building. The exclamation had hardly left his 
lips before a great gush of flame invaded the room 
where the King was. 

The roof, burning with a hundred flaming arrows, 
was falling into this upper chamber. 

Karl, without a change of countenance, called two 
guards to help him find water. 

General Dahldorf dragged along a small barrel from 
the stores. 

With his own hands the King staved it in and 
hurled the contents on to the advancing flames; with 
a roar the fire increased so that all had to hurl them- 
selves against the door ; the perukes of the oflicers were 
singed, and arid smoke filled the eyes of all. 

The barrel had been flUed, not, as was thought, with 
water, but with brandy. 

There was nothing to do but to retire into the next 
apartment; this was already menaced and full of 
smoke. 

The roof was blazing, and flames began to creep 
round the walls. 

The Turks, now passive, waited, with a kind of awe, 
for the Swedes to leave the doomed building; they had 
ceased their cries and shouts, and their excited faces 
were all turned towards the flaming house. 

The King's position was indeed becoming untenable; 
driven from room to room by the darting flames the 
Swedes were forced to take refuge on the ground floor. 

Even this was invaded by smoke and large sparks 
from the burning woodwork. 

The fumes were becoming blinding, choking. They 
could hardly see each other's faces; only the King, 
Gortz, and Grothusen continued to fire from the flam- 
ing window. 

A soldier, with singed clothes and hair, staggered up 
to the King and cried out, with his arm flung up to pro- 
tect his eyes,' that they must surrender. 

,z,;i.,C00gIC 



EXILE 291 

"Surrender I" cried the King, looking over his shoul- 
der. " "Who dared say that word?" 

"Sire," answered the wretched guard, "we shall bum 
alive 1" 

"Here is a strange man," said Karl contemptuously, 
"who thinks it is better to surrender than to die I" 

Another soldier, who was near the King now, ven- 
tured to speak. 

"Sire, could we not gain M. Mullem's house that is 
not fifty paces away, and that has a stone roof that is 
fireproof ?" 

The King's straight gaze was turned for an instant 
on the speaker; then his blue eyes flashed with joy. 

He Bung away his smoking musket and seized the 
soldier by the arm; he remembered the fellow's name, 
for he was among his personal guard, 

"You are a true Swede, Colonel Posenl" he said. 

The man crimsoned, even in this moment, with de- 
light at this promotion, but Karl left him no time for 
thanks. 

The flames were now enveloping them, and there was 
no time to be lost in forcing a way out of the burning 
house. 

Putting himself at the head of his men, Karl issued 
from the door least damaged by the fire and emptied 
his pistol into the crowd of expectant and waiting 
Turks. 

This example was followed by the officers and soldiers 
immediately behind, and so terrible was this onslaught 
of the desperate Swedes that the Turks recoiled, calling 
on "Allah! Allah I" to defend them from this dreadftd 
hero. 

But the little band had not gone far before they were 
overpowered ; Karl, forced forward ahead of the others, 
was separated from them and entirely surrounded. 

He threw away his pistol, and passing his sword 
from his left hand to his right, defended himself with 
that against the janissaries who pressed upon him wiUi 
shouts of triumph. 
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For several moments he held his own ag^nst bts 
enemies ; several reeled back dead before him. He was 
hatless, and his fair, flushed face, the blue eyes vivid, 
showed above them all ; then one taught him by the belt 
and draped him half down; but he resisted to the 
full of his great strength and would have got free, but, 
in turning, his spur cau^t in the robe of one of his 
assailants and threw him. 

They had him down, and twenty janissaries threw 
themselves on him to pin him to the earth. 

Karl, with one last effort and a loud cry, flung his 
sword up into the air. 

The bloody blade glittered a second in the pale 
spring sunshine, then was caught by a dozen eager 
hands. 

The King, knowing now that all was useless, remained 
perfectly motionless. 

The janissaries, whose cries of anger and triumph 
were mingled with exclamations of respect, lifted their 
terrible captive from the ground, and carrying him 
by the knees, the feet, and the shoulders, bore him to 
Ismai! Pasha's tent. At the door of this they set him 
on his feet, and conducted him into the presence of the 
Governor of Bender. 

Karl made no resistance ; he looked at his captors with 
a little smile and passed into the tent 

It was the first time in his life that he had been with- 
out a sword. 

Ismail Pasha, cool and grave, richly dressed and 
splendid in his luxurious tent, rose and courteously 
greeted his presence, asking him with many coiuplimente 
to be seated on the silk-covered divan. 

"I bless the All Highest," he said, "that your Majesty 
is alive — it was my despair that your Majesty compelled 
me to put in execution the orders of the Sultaa" 

Karl remained standing, a soiled, bloodstained figure, 
his clothes scorched and rent, his face blackened, his 
eyebrows and hair singed, but erect and haughty. 

He disdained to notice the Turk's civilities. i 
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"Had my 300 Swedes stood finn," was all he would 
say, "I had fought you for ten days, not ten hours." 

"Alas!" said Ismail Pasha gravely, "here is misdirected 
courage I" 

He turned aside to speak to the Khan of the Tartars 
who was present, and the interpreter, with much re- 
spect, informed Karl that he would be reconducted to 
Bender. 

Karl smiled bitterly. 

He would sooner have died than have been in his 
present position, but he gave no outward sign of dis- 
composure; he wanted to known what had become of 
his servants and friends, but was too proud to ask. 

It seemed that he had lost everything; his Swedes 
either killed or captured, his house burnt, his furniture, 
papers — everything, even to his wearing apparel, pillaged 
or destroyed. 

And he knew of no one to whom he could turn in 
this extremity to which his obstinate pride had reduced 
him ; he was now the prisoner of the Turks, and for all 
he loiew might end his life a captive in exile. 

He was mounted on a richly appointed horse, and 
conducted to Ismail Pasha's house in Bender. On the 
way he had the anguish of seeing his Swedish officers, 
chained two and two together, following, half nude, the 
Turks or Tartars who had captured them. 

Karl started, and for the fo-st time since he was a 
child, his cold Idue eyes were wet with tears. 
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CHAPTER IV 

NEXT morning M. Fabrice obtained pennission to 
see the King. 
He found him closely guarded by the janis- 
saries who had captured him, in an apartment of Ismail 
Pasha's palace at Bender. 

Karl was as the fight had left him; he had slept in 
his coat and top-boots, to the great amazement of the 
Turks, and received M. Fabrice seated on a divan cov- 
ered with costly cushions, in his torn and burnt uniform, 
bis person all stained with blood and powder. 

He looked at M. Fabrice with his extraordinary 
straight and expressionless gaze; his eyes were slightly 
bloodshot, his cheeks unshaven, his fair hair dis- 
heveled, but his demeanor was calm and even 
gentle; there was nothing of yesterday's Viking 
fury. 

He raised M. Fabrice, who had gone on his knees 
beside him, and passed over the envoy's emotion by 
asking with a smile what the Turics thought of the battle 
of Bender. 

"Sire," replied M. Fabrice, "they say that your 
Majesty killed twenty janissaries with ywur own hand." 

"Ah, these tales are only half true," remarked 
Kari. 

M. Fabrice now informed him that M. &othusen, 
M. Gortz, and the principal officers had been ran- 
somed. 

"Who by?" asked Karl sharply. 

"Ismail Pasha, sire, who paid for M. Grothusen 
out of his own pocket, the English minister, and that 
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French nobleman. La Motraye, who came to Bender 
to see your Majesty," 

"And you yourself," said the King keenly. "You 
have contributed your best," 

"Sire, it was my bare duty." 

"You shall all be repaid," answered Karl briefly; 
pecuniary obligations weighed very lightly on him, for 
he made no account at all of money in which he had 
no interest, and which he profusely scattered whenever 
it was in his possession. 

Still the obligation to the generous Pasha slightly 
galled him. 

"Is Frederic ransomed?" he asked abruptly. 

"Alas, sire, he was slain by the Tartars who captured 
him, and who quarreled over their victim." 

"Ah!" exclaimed Karl, then he added, "1 think first 
he must have slain a dozen of these l^bariaQS with 
his own hands!" 

M. Fabrice was silent a moment, and the King stared 
down at the floor. 

"I have other bad news for your Majesty," said he 
sadly. "King Stanislaus has been made a prisoner by 
die Turks and is being brought to Bender." 

Karl's hard chest heaved and he raised his head as 
if to speak. 

His eyes shot a flery glance, but he was silent 

"A messenger came from Moldavia this morning," 
continued M. Fabrice, "to say that the King was stopped 
at Jassy. He was traveling as a Swede with a message 
for your Majesty, but was recognized by the hospodar 
of Moldavia " 

"Why could he not stay in Pomerama?" demanded 
Karl sternly. 

"Sire, he certainly hoped that his presence might ac- 
complish what his letters have not been able to — and 
that he might persuade your Majesty to permit him to 
resign the crown you gave him." 

I^rl rose impatiently, towering over the envoy, him- 
self a tall man wearing a high peruke. 
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"No more of that, M. Fabrice," he said. "I will not 
hear these arguments." 

But M. Fabrice insisted, thinking, not unnaturally, 
that bis present naisfortunes might soften the inflexible 
spirit of Karl. 

"Sire, the King of Prussia offers a treaty whereby 
Poland and your Majesty league to keep the Czar in 
check. This cannot be until Stanislaus resigns his 
claim, and this he is willing to do— to benefit your 
Majesty whom he loves," added M. Fabrice simply. 

But Karl was not to be moved; not even this power- 
ful alliance against his arch-enemy, not even the pros- 
pect of gaining the dearest wish of his life in humbling 
Peter could shake him for an instant from the course 
that he considered the just and right, nor into forsaking 
his friend, even at that friend's request 

He was no politician, and, now that Count Piper was 
not there to guide htm, solved these questions by the 
simple code of a soldier's honor, a proceeding strange 
indeed to the councilors of Europe. 

"I will never make peace with Augustus, who has 
broken the peace of Altranstadt like the villain he is, 
nor with Denmark, who has broken the treaty of 
Traventhal, nor with Prussia and Hanover, who have 
vilely bought my lands from the false princes. Times 
will change — do you think I shall always be like this — 
and then I will smite them as I smote before. Mark 
you, M. Fabrice, it was only behind my back they dared 
to raise their heads — and when I return " 

He made an instinctive movement towards bis sword, 
and finding only the empty straps gave a start, while 
the color paled in his face. 

Instantly recovering himself, he turned to M. Fabrice 
with a proud smile, 

"You know that I am not given to boasting," he 
said. "And you know that when I return tiis affairs 
of Europe will chaise." 

As he spoke these words, the quiet confidence of which 
was not affected, he was without any resource in the 
world, not even master of his own person. 
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His enemies had indeed reared their heads in his 
absence; Denmark had fallen on his provinces and suc- 
ceeded in achieving some success despite the Swedish 
victory of Helsingborg; Augustus was again firmly 
established on the throne he had vowed to renounce; 
the Elector of Hanover, now King of England, and 
for that reason dangerous, had bought some of the ter- 
ritory wrested from Karl in his alienee, and was pre- 
pared to defend what he held ; and Frederic of Prussia 
would be Sweden's foe if Karl did not consent to the 
resignation of Stanislaus. 

Therefore Karl had practically the whole of Europe 
either secretly or openly against him, and no friend or 
ally ; both Louis XIV and the Emperor were unfriendly 
to him, and it had been one of the excuses he had made 
for not leaving Bender that he could not trust himself 
in the territories of either of these nations. 

The condition of his own country, without her ruler, 
drained of her best manhood, with commerce mined, the 
command of the Baltic lost, and surrounded by enemies, 
was deplorable. 

It seemed as if Count Piper's worst forebodings were 
to come true, and the exploits of Karl XII would lose 
all that Karl X had won by the Peace of Bromsebro 
and the Peace of Roskilde, and Karl XI consolidated 
by the Battle of Lund. 

M. Fabrice, steeped in the politics of Europe, and 
whose main interest in life was the fortune of the 
realm over which his yoimg master was one day to 
rule, looked with amazement at the fortitude of Karl 
in face of events .so untoward and a future so im- 
certain. 

Yet in his own heart he felt a certain spark of hope 
inspired by the sheer strength of this strange character. 

It was Karl who broke the thoughtful silence. 

"Go to King Stanislaus, my dear Fabrice," he said 
quietly, "and tell him never to abandon his claims, for 
I never shall, nor make any peace with our mutual 
enemies. And that if I Uve, all will be different." ^ ^,, i , 
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"If only your Majesty would return to Stockholm f 
exclaimed the envoy. 

Karl gave his ugly smile. 

"That I shall never do," he replied, "until I can re- 
turn victorious. But perhaps it is time I went North." 

By which M. Fabrice concluded that the King had 
now resigned all hopes of that Turkish army for which 
he had waited and Poniatowski intrigued for nearly 
four years. 

The envoy from Holstein-Gottorp wondered where 
Karl hoped to find the means to carry out these de- 
fiances he still hurled at his enemies; the task seemed 
to him fairly hopeless, and yet, as he stood in the pres- 
ence of this man, he could not feel disheartened. 

"You have no longer any faith in me, M. Fabrice," 
said Karl, looking with a smile at the envoy's per- 
turbed face. 

M. Fabrice did not answer, but with a swelling heart 
turned away. 

The King looked at his bloodstained hands with 
some disgust and was about to call for w^ter, when 
Ismail Pasha entered, conducting M. Grothusen. 

The Swede gave an exclamation on seeing the state 
of his master. 

"It is a shameful thing to leave his Majesty without 
a sword!" he exclaimed. 

"Allah preserve us," answered Ismail Pa^ia, "he 
swore that he would cut off our beards." 

With that he retired, leaving the King and his two 
friends alone. 

As if he wished to prevent M. Grothusen from re- 
ferring to his present plight, Karl began to speak at 
once of the arrival of King Stanislaus at Bender. 

"I must see him," said the King. "I must tell him 
to return at once to Pomerania and fight there to the 
utmost." 

"Sire," replied M. Grothusen sadly, "King Stanis- 
laus comes under a military escort, and I do not think 
that anyone will be allowed to approach him." 

ooglc 
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"But they bru^ him to Bender I" exckimed Karl. 

M. Grothusen averted his face. 

"I do not think that your Majesty will stay at 
Bender." 

At this reminder of his captive position the King, 
who had not allowed a single impatient word to escape 
him since he had been made prisoner, colored and made 
a haughty movement with his head. 

"Where do they propose to take me?" he asked 
haughtily. 

"I cannot discover, sire. I think to Adrianople." 

Karl glanced at M. Fabrice whose face was still 
further overcast 

"Well," he remarked, "perhaps we shall yet get our 
200,000 men from the Porte. See if you can get a 
message to King Stanislaus to say that we are still 
unshaken in our designs." 

He was silent a moment, and then added in an im- 
petuous manner, rare for him : 

"If they take me to Adrianpole I will punish Mahomet 
Baltadgi — I will disclose to the Sultan that my letters 
were intercepted and that Coimt Fleming was corre- 
qwnding with the KhatL" 

That evening the King was taken in a scarlet litter 
to Adrianople, and King Stanislaus arrived at Bender, 
having received on the road, l^ the mouth of M. Fabrice, 
the message of his inflexible friend. 
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CHAPTER V 

KARL was conducted to Demotica, a little town 
some leagues from Adrianople; a few of his 
suite were allowed to be with him and the rest 
of the Swedes were kept in prison. 

Through Poniatowski's able negotiations the Sultan 
was apprised of the King of Sweden's side of the story, 
and the Grand Vizier Soliman was dismissed, the Khan 
and Ismail Pasha banished. 

But, despite the efforts of the French ambassador 
and various secret friends whom Karl had in Con- 
stantinople, the Porte showed him no favor, and so far 
from obtaining the succor of which he had dreamed 
he was treated as a prisoner, and not allowed even to 
communicate with Ahmed. 

Despite this, Karl, who had by no means so com- 
pletely relinquished hope of Turkish help as his friends 
had supposed, refused to return to Sweden, preferring 
captivity to the humiliation of retumit^ to his realm 
a defeated and stripped fugitive. 

The new vizier having sent for him to be present 
at a conference with the French ambassador with a 
view to an alliance against Muscovy, the King, deeply 
wounded in his pride, sent Mullem, and himself 
feigned sickness, keeping himself for months enclosed 
in his chamber, so fearful was he that the Turks might 
in some way force him to compromise his dignity. 
He lived now in the simplest style, waited upon by 
his friends Grothusen, Gortz, and Mullem, for he was 
without servants, such of these as had survived the Bender 
fight being in prison, and without any luxuries or even 
comforts, all bis possessions having been burnt at 
800 
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Vamitza, and the Porte now having ceased the princely 
generosity that had rendered easy the first years of 
exile. The news that he received in his confinement 
was of disaster upon disaster. 

Sweden was attacked on all sides. 

General Stenbock worthily filled the place of the King 
in defending his country, and revenged the burning of 
Stade by reducing Altona to ashes; but he could not 
long hold the field with such diminished forces against 
such a powerful combination of enemies, and all the 
provinces of the Baltic were lost to Sweden as well as 
most of her possessions in Germany, and Stenbock was 
losing ground in Breme and Pomerania. 

The Saxons, Danes, and Russians joined forces, 
advanced on Holstein-Gottorp, the little duchy that 
had been the first cause of this long quarrel; the 
Swedish army was destroyed, Stenbock made a 
prisoner, the whole of Pomerania, with the exception 
of Stralsund, fell into the hands of Russia, the Danes 
seized Breme, the Russians FltUand, and Karl remained 
at Demotica. 

It was believed in Europe that he was dead; the 
Swedish senate implored his sister to accept the regency ; 
she did so, and wrote to her brother that the councilors 
wished to make peace with their enemies who on every 
side overwhelmed them. 

Karl sent an imperious and haughty reply, saying 
he would send one of his boots, if they wished for a 
master, and that they could take orders from that 

In this extremity the Princess sent G>unt Liewin to 
Demotica to argue with Karl. 

This nobleman was conducted into the King's presence 
by Count Poniatowski, who had lately come from Con- 
stantinople, where he was convinced he could do nothing 
more for the Swedish cause. 

"You will find his Majesty changed — but not his in- 
flexibility." 

To which Count Liewin made answer: 

"If he does not return to Sweden, there is not one 
of us will answer for the crown." 
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Karl was shut in his chamber, away from the 
watchful eyes of his Turkish guards that he found so 
hateful. 

As he had now no domestics, MiiUMn and Grothusen 
waited on him, and amused Us dreary leisure by the 
reading of French poems and plays and the tales from 
the sagas. 

This life of confinement and idleness, together with 
the heart-sickness of disappointment and hope deferred, 
had at last told on Karl's superb constitution as no 
fatigue or hardship had been able to; the sickness he 
had so long feigned had now become almost a realify) 
the glory of his strength had gone. 

He had risen from his bed to recehre Count Liewin 
and wore his old blue uniform, black cravat, and top- 
boots; he was thin and pallid, the blue eyes half -closed, 
his air hinguid and apathetic. 

His face was beginning to be lined and shadowed; 
his fair hair was close crapped and receding from the 
forehead; he was newly shaven and fresh in his per- 
son, for he had to the full the Northern fastidiousness 
as to cleanliness, but his habit was more than ever care- 
less, and there was not as much as a ring on his finger 
to show his rank. 

Count Liewin, looking at him, thou^t he was differ- 
end indeed to the gallant youth who had left Stockholm 
fifteen years before, as indeed Sweden was different to 
what she had been. 

He went on one knee and kissed Karl's passive hand. 

"Sire," he said, in a low voice, "all Europe thinks 
you are dead." 

Karl looked at him without answering. 

"There is no one who can believe," added Count 
Liewin, "that Sweden is in such a pass and Karl XII 
still alive." 

These words seemed to move Karl, he colored and 
dropped his gaze. 

"Tell me," he said, "the news from Sweden." 

Count liewin rose and faced the King mounif(;|iye 
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"Madame Royale, your Majesty's sister, will have 
told your Majesty of the state of Swedish affairs," he 
answered. 

"She wrote to me as a woman and I replied to her 
as a King," said Karl. "Tell me now. Count Liewin, 
as one man to another." 

As he spoke he lifted his eyes and gazed at the envoy 
with his usual coldness. 

"Affairs are so bad at home," responded Sweden's 
envoy, "that the instant return of your Majesty is 
begged for — nay, demanded." 

"Demanded !" cried the King. "Your senate gets out 
of hand, Count." 

He spoke harshly; in his misery he was as jealous 
of his authority as ever he had been in his grandeur; 
he refused the senate any right to interfere in affairs 
save by obeying his orders (forgetting that he was the 
first king to make a free Sweden enslaved), and he had 
never forgiven the regency for signing, four years ago, 
the treaty of neutrality at The Hague. 

Count Liewin, though respectful and even humble 
in demeanor, faced his sovereign boldly. 

"Sire, someone must conduct affairs — we have noth- 
ing from your Majesty." 

Karl ignored this. 

"And you would make peace, my ^ster tells me," he 
said sternly. 

"Sire, we may be forced to take that course," re- 
phed the Count. 

"If you do," returned Karl, "I shall never ratify it" 

"Sire, we are attacked on all sides " 

"Cannot you defend yourselves?" 

"Sire, the country is empty of money, men, and all 
resources." 

He wished to add — "drained by your ruinous, use- 
less wars," but checked himself. 

Karl glanced towards the window-place where 
Miillem, Grothusen, and Poniatowski were stand- 
ing. 
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"You hear," he said, "how poor-spirited they beccnne 
at home." 

Count Liewin flushed. 

"Call us desperate, sire!" he exclaimed. 

MtUlern and Grothusen were silent, out of pit7 and 
respect for the King, but Poniatowski, out of his love, 
spoke. 

"Sire, it would be better that you should return, for 
there is nothing to be hoped from the Porte." 

At these words, coming from the man who had labored 
so long and faithfully tn his cause, who had intrigued 
for him with such tireless energy, and always so eagerly 
supported the scheme of obtaining assistance from the 
Porte, Karl started, and a look of reproach crossed 
his face. 

"Alas!" cried Poniatowski, "in my great loyalty to 
your Majesty, I must speak the truth — the Swedish cause 
is lost in Constantinople." 

"And in Europe, it would seem," said Karl, with much 
bitterness, as he rose. 

"No," put in Count Liewin quickly, "Sweden only 
lai^uishes for her King." 

"I could not return," said Karl dryly, "in this miser- 
able estate. I have no army." 

"Once your Majesty is present to hearten the people 
an army can be raised." 

M. Mtillem ventured now to speak. 

"And not only your Majesty's army, but your 
Majesty's councils need your presence." 

"So it would seem," replied the King dryly, "since 
they talk of peace." 

"And they will make peace, sire," said Coimt Liewin 
boldly, "unless your Majesty returns." Karl, standing 
now, overtopping all of them, eyed the speaker with a 
rising anger. 

But Cmint liewin, who knew that the very existence 
of his country depended on his firmness, stood his 
ground. 

"Yes," he continued, "if your Majesty docs not 
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return to defend us, we have no resource but to throw 
ourselves on the mercy of our enemies." 

The King turned aside with a swelling heart; these 
enemies were those who had attacked him lifteen years 
ago, those whom he had put under his feet so ^lendidly 
and gloriously. 

He thought now of Count Piper, if, instead of act- 
ing according to his code of chivaby and justice, and 
refusing any advantage to himself from his victories, 
he had taken the political advantage of his success that 
his minister had wished him to, if he had refrained from 
the mad enterprise of endeavoring to dethrone the Czar, 
if he had never undertaken the reckless expedition into 
the Ukraine, the results of Narva would not have proved 
such Dead Sea fruits, nor he and his coimtry be in such 
peril now. 

"If Count Kper had been alive he would have 
smiled at me now," remarked the King to Grothu- 
sen. 

"Sire I He has been very loyal to your Majesty." 

Karl smiled; he had never been deceived in those 
about him. 

"If Piper had had the power he would have thwarted 
me in all I did, Grothusen." 

He walked up and down the narrow chamber with 
a languid step, for he was sick in mind and body. 

"See how many there are to persuade me against my 
honor!" he exclaimed. 

It galled him beyond words that he must return to 
his kingdom a fugitive and a beggar when his had been 
the most renowned name in Europe. 

The miseries of Sweden were as nothing in his eyes 
compared to the affront offered to his pride in Ais 
proposed return under present conditions. 

"Look you, Count Liewin," he said abruptly, paus- 
ing in his walk, "I am witiiout even the money for 
the journey — Grothusen will tell you how much I am 
in debt." 

"We could raise more money in Constantinople," 
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said Grothusen quickly. "For my part I do perceive 
that this return of yours is imperative, sire." 

The Kir^ gave his friend a strange look. 

"Grothusen, do you recall a little dog I had, named 
Porapey, that died in Saxony? I thought you kfved 
me well, but now I perceive that no one loved ever 
as did Uiat beast — he never sought to turn me from 
my will!" 

"Sire!" cried Count Liewin desperately, "does your 
Majesty mean that you will not return to Sweden?" 

"Aye," replied Karl, "we will return. Count, we will 
return !" 

He seated himself wearily, rested his arm on his 
crossed legs, and shaded his bent face with his hand. 

M. Miillern signed to Count Liewin that the audience 
was ended; he and Poniatowski conducted the envoy 
from the chamber, leaving the King alone with M. 
Grothusen. 

For a while Karl sat motionless, so uniformly cold 
and reserved was he, even with his intimates (and those 
few now with him had become of a necessity very inti- 
mate in this close, prison-like life), that this man with 
him now, his nearest friend, expected no confidence 
from him, even at this moment. But for once the 
inflexible pride of Karl gave way to the despair in 
his heart. 

"Oh, Grothusen I" he cried, "how differently I 
dreamed it all!" 

"Sire!" answered Grothusen, profoundly moved, 
he could say no more; the King was not to be de- 
ceived by trite comfort, and his friend knew of no real 
consolation. 

"Peter Alexievitch has all I had — all I want!" con- 
tinued Karl, in a terrible, broken voice. "The cun- 
ning Muscovite! Had I been a well man at Poltava I 
had broken him as he broke me!" 

He rose, clapping his hand down on his sword-hilt; a 
fury in his blue eyes. 

"But as it is, he wins — he has my provinces, xny 
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seas, my commerce, my people as his slaves, my gen- 
erals as his prisoners— -Ae wins, that drunken savage, 
Grothusen." 

"He too may meet his Poltava," said Grothusen 
fiercdy. 

The King gave a short laugh, with an effort control- 
ling his rare passion. 

"Could we decide it face to face, man to man, I should 
have no fear of the issue, ruined as I am," he said, 
looking down at his sword arm, "for he is very sick, 
Grothusen, and worn out by many vices. He has a 
camp follower for his wife, an idiot, rebellious son — 
after all, I would not be the Czar of Russia." 

Then with an effort to put so bitter a subject from 
his mind he turned sharply to his friend. 

"How much money do we owe?" he asked. 

Grothusen named a sum that sounded large even to 
the King's prodigality, but he had always been utterly 
reckless of money, had refused even to glance at ac- 
counts, and had encour^^ his followers to be the 
same. 

These were all sums of mon^ omng to the French 
ambassadors to the Porte, Thomas Cook, and other 
English, and Jews of Constantinople, to M. La Motraye, 
the French gentleman of Bender, besides to all the mem- 
bers of his suite. 

Karl chafed at all this like a lion tickled with straws. 

"We must have more money," he said impatiently. 
"Pay these usurers cent for cent — get it, somehow. I 
must send an embassy to the Porte to say fareweU. 
You must go, Grothusen, and with some magnificence. 
Foniatowski thinks the Sultan mi^t lend money if he 
will not lend an army." 

"Your Majesty is resolved to return then?" asked 
the courtier, some hope sprin^i^ in his heart at the 
thou^t of this dreary exile at length coming to an end. 

"What else can I do," returned the King, "when they 
break my authority in my absence?" 

He made no reference to the wretdied condition of 
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his unhappy country and Grotliusen knew that he 
never would; if he cared in the least for Sweden, or 
regarded her merely as the arsenal from which to take 
his weapons of war, it was impossible to tell, but he 
always showed an unconcern amounting to indiffer- 
ence to all that concerned the true welfare of bis sub- 
jects. 

"Grothusen," he said suddenly, "tiie son of Aurora 
von Konigsmarcfc was at the battle of Stade, was he 
not?" 

"Yes, sire," replied Grothusen, wondering at this 
change of subject, "a brilliant lad, they say." 

"His mother defied me once," remarked Karl, with 
his ugly smile. "She was a surprising woman — what 
happened to her?" 

"I do not know, sire — she left the Elector years 
ago." 

"If she is alive," said Karl grimly, "she will be pleased 
to hear of my present state." 

Grothusen looked startled and bewildered, but the 
King said no more; he was thinking, irrelevantly, of 
John Rheinhold Patkul. 

The execution of this man, his one barbarity, was the 
sole fruit of his victories — the only thing that he had 
achieved and that no one could take away from him; 
the might of the Czar and all his allies could not put 
together the broken bones of Patkul. 

Karl moved abruptly, checking his line of thou^it. 

"Well," he said, "let us miikc our preparations to 
return home." 
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CHAPTER VI 

A FREEZING night in November, a cutting wind 
sweeping up from the Baltic, a sky so black 
with heavy clouds that not a star gleamed 
through, and the sentries on the walls of Stralsund 
shivered at their posts. 

It was the only city in Pomerania still held for Karl ; 
everything was ready for defense in case of an attack, 
and the eyes and ears of the sentinels were strained 
against the darkness of the night. 

They knew not when they mig^t be surrotmded by 
tiie armies of the Czar. 

A clatter of hoofs out of the obscurity of the ni^t 
and the sentinels at the gates stood at attention. 

It was one o'clock in ttie morning and the whole town 
slept. 

"Who goes there?" challenged the sentry, as the 
horsemen drew up at the gate. 

There were but two of them, as shown by the lantern 
beams above the arched entrance. 

The foremost answered. 

"We are couriers dispatched from Turkey by the King 
of Sweden," he said. 

The soldier looked at him curiously and saw a tall, 
powerful-looking man in a gray suit and dark blue 
mantle, wearing a black peruke and a riding-hat laced 
with gold. 

"Sir, it is a long while since we have heard of the 
King of Sweden at Stralsund," remarked the sentry, not 
moving from his post 

"Call out the guard," said die stranger imperiously. 
"I must pass." ,-. , 
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His corapaiuon, a sli^t, fair young man, wrapped in 
a heavy furred mantle, now spoke. 

"Fellow, do not keep us here parleying this bitter 
night — we have ridden from Hungary to Mecklenburg, 
and it is sixteen days since we saw a bed." 

The guard had now turned out into the narrow 
gate spac^ and the officer asked the strangers their 
business. 

"Sir," said tiie first speaker, "we bring dispatches from 
the King of Sweden." 

"The Governor is in bed,' said the officer, "you must 
wait till daybreak." 

"Sir," cried the traveler, with a flash of terrible blue 
eyes from the shadow of his laced hat, "if you do not 
go at once and wake General Ducker you will all be 
punished to-morrow." 

The officer admitted them into the town at this, but 
was still inclined to refuse to wake the Governor. 

"My God !" murmured the fair young man. "Is this 
journey to have no end?" 

His companion turned sternly to the soldiers. 

"Dismount my friend," he said. "He is exceedingly 
fatigued." 

Two of the men ran forward to the horse's head. As 
they grasped the bridle the rider sank fainting from the 
saddle. 

"Poor During!" exclaimed his companioa "He is 
not used to these hardships." 

He looked with some tenderness at the slack figure of 
the young man as the soldiers carried him to the guard- 
room, and bade them treat him with all care and respect. 

In the meanwhile a sergeant had been sent to awaken 
the Governor, who, thinking it must be some person of 
importance or some imperative message, bade the stranger 
to his presence. 

General Dicker's house was near the gates, and it 
was only a short time after his a{q>earance at the city 
walls that the messenger from Demotica was admitted 
to the bed-chamber of the Governor. ("oooir 
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That gentleman, startled by this sudden rousing from 
bis steep, stood in a dressing-gown by the side of his 
bed ; a valet was lighting the candles that stood on mantle- 
shelf and bureau. 

The stranger entered, making the room look small. 
He brought with him the cold outer air; wet, dirty 
snow was on his boots that were flecked with mud to 
the knees; he flung back his heavy blue mantle and 
showed his gray coat, laced with gold which was like 
that of a German officer. 

"You are from Tm'key, sire?" asked the General, 
speaking with some sternness as he observed the visitor 
<£d not remove his braided hat. 

"Yes," replied the other, "we have traveled all tiirough 
Germany, from Moravia to Westfdialia — ^good riding in 
sbcteen days." 

He took off his hat as he spoke, and flung himself 
into the first chair he came to with a careless ease very 
displeasing to the Governor of Stralsund. 

"You came a long way romid," he remarked. 

"The journey, sir, could have been made shorter by 
half," 

The stranger looked full at the speaker; his face 
looked pale between the full curls of the black peruke; 
his blue eyes, that were of an unusual size and brilliancy, 
held a curious expression. 

"Is it possible," he said, "that my most loyal subjects 
have forgotten me?" 

"By Heaven," cried General Diicker, in a loud voice, 
"it is the King!" 

He threw himself on his knees and kissed Kari's hand. 

"It is the King come back !" 

"And not too soon. General Diicker," smiled KarL 
"Come, I will sleep a little." 

But the old soldier was sobtnng with joy, the valet 
had nm from the room with the great news, and the 
house was lit from cellar to garret in an instant, and 
full of the officers of the garrisoa 

"But like thist Your Majesty returns alone?" 
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"There was neither money nor men to be had irom 
the Porte," said Karl dryly, "My escort I left at Pitesti 
on the Turkish frontier. I bad no wish to go through 
Germany like a traveling show, satisfying the curiosity 
of the vulgar. I took Colonel During with me, and 
we made a detour, traveling with post-horses. We were 
not known anywhere. I have not taken my clothes off 
since we started," he added. "We rode day and night 
I fear I have nearly killed During." 

He smiled and rose. 

"So I am on Swedish soil again — and this is the sole 
town I hold in Pomerania. There is much for me to do. 
General Diicker," 

The town was now full of people and illuminated 
from end to end; candles and lamps appeared in all 
the windows, barrels of wine were rolled into the 
streets, and the King's health drunk amid fierce excite- 
ment. 

The soldiers pressed round the house of the Governor 
hoping for a glimpse of the King who had returned to 
restore Sweden's fortunes. 

A chamber was hastily prepared for the King; he 
had no clothes save those he wore, and his boots that 
he had worn for sixteen days had to be cut from his 
legs, so swollen were they with excessive riding. 

He tossed of{ the dark peruke that had served as a 
disguise, looking different with his clipped fair hair and 
more like the King these men remembered fifteen years 
ago. 

"To-morrow I will inspect the fortifications. General 
Diicker," he said, as he stretched his great length on the 
bed, 

He bid them open the shutters that the light of tlie 
iltmninations might fall across the room, and the sound 
of his people's acclamations come to his ears. 

He was soon in a deep sliunber of absolute exhaustion ; 
his hand, even in his sleep, stretched towards his sword 
that lay by his side. 

In this wild way did the wild King come ho^,|^. 



PART IV 
FREDRIKSSTEN 

'Vd& la ptice finie, allona 3oapcT."—Mtgret at Frtdriktstt*. 

THE King of Sweden was in his camp before 
Fredrikssten, the fortress that protected Fred- 
erikshald, the town that was considered the Key 
of Norway. 

This was the second expedition against Norway 
that the King had undertaken since his return from 
Turkey, both in the dead of winter, to tiie astonish- 
meiU of Europe; it seemed that it would have been 
more reasonable for him to remain and defend his 
bankrupt kingdom menaced on all sides, in a state of 
siege and reduced to using leather money ; but Karl never 
did the reasonable thing nor what other men expected 
of him. 

None of his ancient success had attended him in his 
fresh campaigns against his enemies; Stralsund, after 
a long siege and desperate batdes in which the King 
fought hand-to-hand with his foes, had been taken by 
assault, and Karl had escaped across the half-frozen 
Baltic to Karlskrona, leaving among the dead in the 
burning town Grothusen. During, and Dahldorf, three 
faithful frioids of his exile. 

His enemies now included the King of Prussia, who 
had boti^t Stettin and a part of Pomerania from the 
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King of Denmark, and the Czar and the King of Eng- 
land who had purchased the rest of Sweden's spoils, 
Breme and Verden, from the astute Frederic, who was 
not slow to tiuTi his conquests into ready cash. 

Peter retained his own booty ; this consisted of Riga, 
Livonia, Ingria, Carelia, Vasa, Finland, the Isles in the 
Baltic, some of which were not twelve leagues from 
Stockholm. 

By his victory of Aland he had demolished the 
Swedish fleet, and led captive to his new fort of 
Kronstadt the flagship of Ehrenskold, the Swedish 
Admiral. 

But more bitter to the peculiar temperament of Karl 
than these successes of his great rival, was the ruin of 
Holstein-Gottorp, which he had taken under his protec- 
tion since the beginning of the war, and the reinstate- 
ment of Augustus in Poland, with the consent of all 
the guarantees of the treaty of Altranstadt. 

He forbade Stanislaus to conclude the advantageous 
treaty the good-natured Elector offered, and give the 
Pole, who had thus to forfeit his ancient estates and 
position, for the empty title of King, the Duchy of 
Deux-Ponts which was in his gift. To replace Stanislaus 
on the Polish throne, and to rescue the estates of his 
nephew whom he also intended to make his heir, was 
now the chief end of the King's policy. 

Of the state of his people he cared little; he had 
put on enormous taxes, debased the coinage, called up 
all the fit men, strained every resource to continue his 
ruinous wars; during two winter campaigns he bad 
watched his soldiers die of cold among the snows of 
Norway, with the same insensibility as he had seen them 
die amid the ice of the Ukraine. 

Baron Gortz, the only one of his ancient friends left 
to him, was now his Prime Minister, and pursued a 
fantastic foreign policy, but too attractive to the strange 
spirit of the King. 

The Swede by means of deep and complicated in- 
trigues, and with the help of Cardinal Albuoni, Primate 
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of Spain, sought to put the Stuart Pretender on the 
throne of EngUnd, in place of that Elector of Hanover 
who had outraged Karl by his bargain with Den- 
mark. 

These dangerous intrigues had been discovered in Eng- 
land and the Swedish ambassador arrested, but Baron 
Gdrtz still persisted in his scheme, and Karl continued 
to support him ; his design was now to draw Peter into 
a secret alliance with Karl, that should place Europe 
at the feet of Russia and Sweden. 

The Czar, ever eager for material advant^e, and 
indifferent to mere glory, was disposed to hsten to a 
plan that would silence his most obstinate foe, and 
Karl, no politician, and interested in nothing but war, 
was ready to forego, at least for the moment, his design 
to dethrone Peter, if he could secure vengeance against 
those foes whom he despised and hated more than he 
did Peter — ^the Kings of Poland, Denmark, and Eng- 
land. 

To besiege Norway in winter, and wrest this prize 
from the Danes, was more pleasing to his character 
than to attack in Germany, or to remain on the defensive 
at home; and Baron Goru had assured him that Peter 
would not attack in his absence. 

The Czar indeed was glutted with conquest, and was 
always wise enough to not undertake more than he could 
with safety perform. 

Karl had with him the Prince of Hesse-Cassel, who 
had lately married his sister; this professional soldier 
had lately been serving the States-General, and was re- 
garded by the King as a good general, but he gave him 
little confidence and no affection. 

This Prince was with the King when the Swedish 
camp was being laid down before the heists of Fred- 
rikssten, and Karl, in high spirits at the £ou|^t of the 
approaching stru^le, spoke with him in a more friendly 
spirit than was his wont 

"Ah, Prince," he said, "when we have taken Fred- 
erikshald, Norway will be ours." ' , ^ CooqIc 
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"How loi^ does your Majesty think to take in sub- 
duing Norway?" asked the Gennan courteously. 

"I should have taken it last year," replied the Kii^, 
"but for the provisions." 

He had made the same mistake he had made In the 
Ukraine — that of moving his army too far from his 
base, and had had to return to Sweden with starving 
troops. 

"Six months," he added; "then, at last, I shall see 
Stockhobn again — a pity Count Piper is not here to hear 
me say that," he smiled. 

It was eighteen years since he had seen his capital, 
to which he did not intend to return till he was tri- 
umphant 

"Let us go and look at the trenches — these engineers 
are very slow," continued Karl ; he called an officer and 
bade him fetch M. Megret, the French engineer who 
was conducting the siege. 

It was a bitter night but cloudless; there was no 
moon ; the stars glimmered hard and clear as if cut from 
crystal in the dark sky. 

Everyone but the King was muffled in mantles and 
furs; Karl wore his plain uniform with black cravat 
and top-boots. 

He had now completely recovered from his sickness — 
the sickness engendered by a soft life — and was at the 
height of his great strength and perfect hardihood; he 
had filled out to the proportions of a Viking, could live 
on bread and water, go without food for days, sleep 
on the ground in midwinter wi^h no coverii^ but his 
cloak, and no pillow save one of straw. 

It was this strength of body, this fortitude of sool, 
this stem, austere life, that made him so respected 
and feared, that neither in court nor camp did anyone 
dare to murmur at the misfortunes he had brought on 
Swedea 

M. Hesse-Cassel took his leave to return to his 
own quarters, and Karl aw!Uted the coming of M. 
Megret. „ , 
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H« was impatient to take Fredrikssten and to pro- 
ceed into Norway, And he thoi^ht that the works were 
not as advanced as they should be. 

He walked up and down the httle tent, his step ring- 
ing on the frozen ground, his breath clear before hmi 
in the frosty air. 

As M. Megret entered he raised his head; tiie French- 
man looked at him and thought, "If the Czar could 
see you now he would not be too secure," so redoubtable 
did Karl appear with his magnificent make, his noble 
inflexible face, his cold air of power. 

"M. Megret," he said, "I should like to see yotir 
works." 1 

The engineer bowed and followed the King out of 
the tent. 

The soldiers were desperately laboring in the star- 
light 

"They work slowly, sire, because the ground is so 
frozen and rocky," remarked M. Megret, "but the place 
will be taken in eight days." 

"We shall see," replied Karl, 

He entered the trenches accompanied by his aide- 
de-camp Siquier and the engineer; they had no lights, 
but now and then there was a dull glow from a bomb 
cast by the enemy ; mingled in &e sound of the 
cannon was the rattle of pick and spade on the hard 
ground. 

The King continually complained as he advanced 
from trench to trench of the backwardness of the 
work. 

"You would make me take as loi^ to gain Fred- 
rikssten," he said, "as I mean to use for the whole of 
Norway," 

So splendid was his quiet presence that tiiese words 
did not sound boastful from the lips of a king of broken 
fortunes; looking at him the officers forgot the lost 
provinces, the brass money, the starving populace, and 
remembered only Narva and Klissow. 

The King continued to move rajudly from one por- 
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tion of the works to another; be was now joined iy 
the captains of the trenches. 

An intermittent firir^ came from tiie fortress, the 
red light of the cannon showing now and then in the 
cold night. 

Occasionally there was the whistle of a musket-ball 
as the Norwegian sentries fired at the Swedes work- 
ing in the dark. 

The King reached an angle of a boyau in the finished 
portion of the entrenchment; he paused, wishing to ob- 
serve bow far the parallel was advanced, and mount- 
ing the fire-step rested his elbows on the parapet and 
watched his soldiers moving, crouching, running, dig- 
ging among the dislodged fragments of rock and the 
heaps of ^zen earth; here and there the starli^t 
showed dully a patch of snow ; the noise of the hurried 
labor was continuous; despite the random cannonade 
from Fredrikssten the Swedes were carrying their works 
up to the very glacis of the fort, and they occupied the 
entire terre-plein. Above the northern sky showed clear 
as water agleam with cold stars that palpitated in the 
pale colorless ni^t; a bitter wind swept these frozen 
heights, and nature's stillness reigned above the horrid 
soimds of war, 

Karl looked across the bent %ure5 of his soldiers to 
the great fort on the summit of the rocks. M. Siquier 
who was close behind him called out to him not to 
expose himself, for his head and shoulders showed 
above the earthworks which were directly opposite to 
one of the cannon on the advanced fortification of 
Fredrikssten; the Norwegians could be observed movii^ 
round this battery. Karl looked over his shoulder and 
smiled; without speaking he rettaned to his observation; 
his silence conveyed extraordinary arrogance, vitality, 
and power. 

Suddenly he put his band to his sword and gave a 
great si^ 

"Sire!" cried M. Siquier. 

Karl remained motionless, standing like a sentinel wiUi 
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Us sword half drawn from the scabbard, faxing the daric 
hdghts. 

As the aide-de-camp mounted beside him he fell for- 
ward on the frozen earth, his hB,u0ity head suddenly 
bowed face downwards on the parapet A stray musket- 
ball had entered his left temple; when M. Siqiuer touched 
htm he was already dead. 
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— Neiv York Eoening Post. 

In the front rank of present-day historical 
romance writers. — London Daily Mail. 

Cloth, 9I.7S per 
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Marjorie Bowen's- NaB HhloTJcal Trilogy 

Prince and Heretic 

This fascinating Btory b^:In8 mth William 
the Silent's marriage to Anne of Saxony and ends 
with his riding into exile after his first armed 
dash with Phikp of Spain, The author develops 
her novel with an art that is a [ntent blend of 
the historian's aireful attention to detail and the 
novelist's skill in vivid character delineation. 

This book is doubly interesting at this time in 
that it brings home to the reader the fact that 
Belgium has been the battle ground of £urcq>e 
on more than one occasion. 

William, by the Grace 
of God 

The William of this stirring historical romance 
is William, Prince of Orange, better known to 
history as "William the Silent," who led the 
succe^ul revolt of the Netherlands against the 
bloody tyranny of Alva and FhiUp of Spain. 
Miss Bowen, who has no living equal in the art 
of creating historical atmosphere, has drawn her 
hero with digniw and charm and made live again 
the heroes and statesmen who created, tdter 
years of suffering and struggle, the Dutch Re- 
public. 

Third NctelrfAuStrlts to follow 

Oodt, 91.7s >Mt pw volume 

E. P. DUTTON AND COMPANY 
681 FmH AvsNUS Nzw Yokk Ott 



:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 



MarJorU Boamt Historkal Naot k 
The Quest of Glory 

Tlie icene ia kid in France in the reign of Loms XV. 
"Hw Mmy, irtuch open iritli the leticmt from Pngue, deaU 
with the mdvenCuies of tlie MmwiIb de Vutvenugucs, the 
yoaat officer of the " rqjment du roi " iriKi beome one 
of the loftiett of French pJuloewAera and a notaUe writer 
of ft &moua litenuy deaule. The Moty show* bow the 
rouni ftintocnt, after the tiumitts of a Mef, sad life, 
(onnd ^017 and peace in ft Paridan samL Among Uie 
dMMcten are Lo>& XV, Voltaiic and the Due de Rididieu. 

The Governor of England 

A rooMiice In which li play]ed the irixile tngedr of 
Croinw^^a deaiiiuft with fftnifticdt f ^wj King, It is 
written with digni^ and convictiMi, and with the anthor*! 
dMiacteriatk power of giaqrfng the eaaential details needed 
to supply life ftnd color and BbnoqikeR for the reader of the 
■taodato Ki*iftT4ji« 

The Carnival of Florence 

A tale of Italy In the XV oeotnty. In triilcb the central 
figure is Savonuolft. Tbe story b nill of the overflowing 
Itte uid ccdor of tbe period of the Medidi, and bv teaooa 
of the anthor's vivid deacriptloQa reminds one of a piece 



The Third Estate 

A spirited and vivid romaace of tbe French Revobtioa, 
in irtuch tbe hero Is tbe wicked and bsdnating Huquis 
de Sucey. Tlie story d^cta the strug^ between the 
DobUitv and the TUrd Estate, and tbe reader Is carried 
tbrouu the stirrlu scenes of this interesting period, ftd- 
ing, s^r be baa mUied the book, that he baa actual^ 

lived in them. _- 

Clo^ $1-75 net per Ttdume 
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MtajoTJe Boteens Ranarka^ Short Storiet 
and Skdehes oj HisJorical CluracteTS 

Shadows of Yesterday 

Sartajrom an Old CaU^gut 

An old museum in Naples has suggested to 
Marjorie Bowen a group of short stories. Cruci- 
fix, sdmitar, porridge bowl, a pitcher, a ring, 
a bodice — these varied objects typify the wealth 
of romantic incident in Uiese tales of different 
countries and eras. Scottish Jacobite or Spanish 
Morisco, weak, wicked or loyal, the figures seem 
to step out in turn from " tlie shadows " into the 
light of real life. It might be possible to choose 
a favorite story among the group of twdve, but 
not to say which is the best, for the same inde- 
scribable glamour is in them alL 

God*s Playthings 

Hus series of wonderfully vivid flashes of the 
romance and characters of past da}^ is a store- 
house of stimulating imagination to any reader 
who has the slightest historical instinct. The 
author displays the bewildering omtrast between 
the heights of human power and luxury and the 
depths of squalor and degradation into which 
Fortune's favorites have often so suddenly fallen, 
and the brilliancy of her descriptions render her 
book a very remarkable piece of work. 

Clotti, $1.75 per volume 
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El Supremo 

A Romance <4 iht Creel DkUdar of Parataay 

By 

EDWARD LUCAS WHITE 

lUs lomaDce of South America, scened ia a 
picturesque aiid streauous friace and time, 
pduD^ the reader vith its fiist liiies into a iaa- 
dnatiDg life full of gorgeous coloring, quaint 
htddent, plotting and love-makiiw, and brings 
him into intimate acquaintance with one of the 
most puzzling, interesting and fcwceiul of all 
Ustorical figuiea. 

PRBSS COlflfSNTS: 

"'EtSi^nma'iifictkn) upon the bcndc kiIb sud In 
tanK*'*'fl toy like the grand ounaer."— ilTotioM. 

" lUi book may fiiriy be described at extnonUnaiy." 
—Nem Terk EiemMf Pott. 

" Tbe novel is one to rcsd all day and all ni^t antfl 
it fa fii>uhed."->rk Initt^>dmU 
C'QSupiemo'buiiqiMatiaaably a novd cf gnat im- 
pcftance."— rto BoOon Tnmserift. 

"* El SupKmo ' ii well worth the attenticm of evBi tbooe 
people too bosy to do much leading."— rte CatMic WorU. 

" Yon meet In tbb book moie gay and dd^tM peofile 
nd Inddeatally more caaafanton than yon may evti 
lave met in a book befwe." — CkUof/i Etemn^ Fott. 

" The pictttre ot the life of etae and nackmi hoaidtalitT 
moog tbe old Spaaiaida is ddi^itfaL^— JITsv Terk Sm. 

Cloth, 9x.go nat 
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The 

Royal Outlaw 

■T 

CHARLES B. HUDSON 

We are ao accastomed to rel^ate the 
Bible to the Sunday-schod students and 
the dergy, that we often fail to realize 
how much of romance and adventure 
there is within its pages. 

Around the stmy (rf David when per- 
secuted by King Saul, Captain Hudson 
has written cme of the most stirring and 
romantic tales of military adventure and 
heroic escapade that iks appeared in 
many years. 

Told through the mouth ai one of David's 
veteran men-at-arms, it is permeated with 
a jollity and a freakish humor that makes 
the pec^le of those ancient and strenuous 
tunes oar fellow-beings and frioids. 

CtoOit 9i-5o net 
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The 

Highwayman 

BT 

H. C. BAILET 

A tale oi the days of Good Queen Anne. 
Across the pages flit the Queen, the great 
Duke of Marlborough, and, almost the last 
of his ill-fated race, James Stuart the Old 
Pretender — all these serve but for a back- 
ground against which is shown as gallant 
a romance of villainy, misunderstanding, 
and high-hearted love as ever made crowns 
and kingdoms seem of little worth. 

" The aathor diatribntes dialogue and nana- 
tive in readable prc^xxtioii, he understands the 
cfiective use of detail and has an uncommon 
bdlity in description, and he writes in an easy, 
assured style with a daab of wit that stamps tua 
■wt^ at once as out of the ordinaiy." 

—The Lmng Age. 

Clofli, $xJh> iwt 
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SHALLOWS 



FREDERICK WATSON 

Mr. Watson has unearthed an inter- 
esting and unhackneyed q>i5ode of the 
later years of Prince Charles Stuart — the 
"Bonnie Prince Giarlie" of saag and 
story. It is woven into a romance un- 
usually full of atmosphere. It has a som- 
bre background due to the growing dis- 
illusionment of the Pretender's followers. 
There is a nakedly truthful [ucture of the 
characters of the hunted plotters. But 
the shadow raily throws into blighter 
contrast its stwy of love and couraae. 
There may be some who will pick up me 
book out of curiosity to compare it with 
" Beside the Bomiie Briar Bush," by Ian 
Maclaren, the author's father, but they 
will finish it for its own sake for the inter- 
est of the story. 

Clotii, $1.60 net 
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